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MRS. PERKINS’S BALL. 


■ ■ — 

THE MULUGAN (OF BALLYMULLIGAH), AND HOff^ 
WE WENT TO MRS. PERKINSES BALL. 

T DO not know where Ballymulligan is, and never knew 
anybody who did. Once I asked the Mulligan the 
question, when that chieftain assumed a look of dignity so 
ferocious, and spoke of ** Saxon cmiawsitee ** in a tone of 
such evident displeasure, that, as after ali it can matter very 
little tome whereabouts lies the Celtic principality in question, 
I have never pressed the inquiry any farther. 

I don't know even the Mulligan's town residence. One 
night, as he bade us adieu in Oxford Street,—'* I live ikere,** 
says he, pointing down towards Uxbridge, with the big stick 
he carries:—so his abode is in that direction at any rate. 
He has his letters addressed to several of his friends’ houses, 
and bis parcels, &c., are left for him at various taverns ^'hich 
he frequents. That pair of checked trousers, in which you 
see him attired, be did me the favour of ordering from my 
own tailor, who is quite as anxious as anybody to know the 
address of the wearer. In like manner my hatter asked me, 
** Oo was the Hirish gent as 'ad ordered four 'ats and a 
sable boar to be sent to my lodgings ? " As I did not know 
(however 1 might guess), the articles have never been sent, 
and the Mulligan has withdrawn his custom from the ** in¬ 
fernal four-and-ninepenny scoundthrd,” as be calls him. 
The hatter has not shut up shop in consequence. 

I became aoqu^ted with the Mulligan through a dislin- 
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guisbed countryman of his, who, strange to say, did not 
know the chieftain himself. But dining with my friend Fred 
Clancy, of the Irish bar, at Greenwich, the Mulligan came 
up, “ inthrojuiced" himself to Clancy as he said, claimed 
relationliiip with him on the side of Brian Boroo, and draw¬ 
ing his chair to our table, quickly became intimate w ith us. 
He took a great liking to me, was good enough to find out 
my address and pay me a visit: since which period often 
and often on coming to breakfast in the morning I have 
found him in my sitting-room on the sofa engaged with the 
rolls and morning papers; and many a time, on returning 
home at night for an evening's quiet reading, 1 have discovered 
this honest fellow in the arm-chair before the fire, perfuming 
the apartment with my cigars, and tiying the quality of such 
liquors as might be found on the sideboard. The way in 
which he pok^s fuij^ at Betsy, the maid of the lodgings, is 
prodigious. She begins to laugh whenever he comes; if he 
calls her a duck, a diwle, a darlin', it is all one. He is just 
as much a master of the premises os the individual who 
rents them at fifteen shillings a week; and as for handker¬ 
chiefs, shirt-collars, and the like articles of fugitive haber¬ 
dashery, the loss since I have known him isr unaccountable. 
1 suspect he is like the cat in some houses: for, suppose the 
whisky, the cigars, the sugar, the tea-caddy, the pickles, and 
othei^roceries disappear, all is laid upon that edax^rerum 
of a Mulligan. 

The greatest offence that can be offered to him is to call 
him Mr, Mulligan. ** Would you deprive me, sir,'* says he, 
"of the title which was bawrun be me princelee ancestors in 
a hundred thousand battles? In our own green valleys and 
fawrests, in the American savannahs, in the sierras of Speen 
and the flats of Flandthers, the Saxon has quailed before 
me war-cry of Mijlligan Aboo 1 Mr, Mulligan 1 I'll pitch 
anybody out of the window who calls me Mr. Mulligan.* 
He said this, and uttered the slogan of the Mulligans with a 
shriek so terrific, that my unde (the Rev. W. Gruels, of the 































































MRS. PERKINS'S BALL. 


Independent Congregation^ Bungay), who had happened to 
address him in the above obnoxious manner, while sitting at 
my apartments drinking tea after the May meetings, instantly 
quitted the room, and has never taken the least notice of me 
since, except to state to the rest of the family %at I am 
doomed irrevocably to perdition. 

Well, one day last season, 1 had received from my kind 
and most estimable friend, Mrs. Perkins of Pocklington 
Square (to Vf-hose amiable family I have had the honour of 
giving lessons in drawing, French, and the German flute), an 
invitation couched in the usual terms, on satin gilt-edged 
notepaper, to her evening party; or, as I call it, Ball." 

Besides the engraved note sent to all her friends, my kind 
patroness had addressed me privately as follows:— 

“My dear Mr. Titmarsh, —If you l:now any wty 
eligible young man, we give you leafe to bring him. You 
gmtkmen love your clubs so much now, and care so little for 
darning, that it is really quite a scandal. Come early, and 
before everybody, and give us the benefit of all your taste and 
Continental skill, 

“ Your sincere 

“ Emily Perkins.” 

“Whom shall I bring?” mused I, highly flattered by this 
mark of confidence; and I thought of Bob Trippett; and 
little Fred Spring, of the Navy Pay Office; Hulker, who is 
rich, and I knew took lessons in Paris; and a half-score of 
other bachelor friends, who might be considered as very 
eligibk-^wihca I was roused from my meditation by the slap 
of a hand on my shoulder; and looking up, there was the 
MuUig^, who began, as usual, reading the papers on my 
desk. 

“Hwhat's this?” says he. “Who's Perkins? Is it a 
supper-ball, or only a tay-ball?” 

“The Perkifises of Pocklington Square, MuUigan. are tip¬ 
top people/' says I, with-a tone of dignity. “ Mr. Perkins's 
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sister is married to a baronet, Sir Giles Bacon, of Hogwo^, 
Norfolk. Mr. Perkins's uncle was Lord Mayor of London; 
and he was himself in Parliament, and may be again any day. 
'Flic family are my most particular friends. A tay-ball indeed I 
why, Gunter Here I stopped: I felt I was committing 

myself. 

“ Gunter I" says the Mulligan, with another confounded 
slap on the shoulder. “ Don’t say another word: fU go 
widg you, my boy." 

“ You go, Mulligan?" says I: “why, really—I—it’s not 
ray party." 

“Your hwhawt? hwhat’s this letter? a’n’t I an eligible 
young man ?—Is the descendant of a thousand kings unfit 
company for a miserable tollow-chandthlering cockney ? 
Are ye joking \^id me ? for, let me tell ye, I don’t like them 
jokes. D'ye supposetl'm not as well bawrun and bred as 
yourself, or any Saxon friend ye ever had ? ’’ 

“ 1 never said you weren’t, Mulligan,’’ says I. 

“Ye don’t mean seriously that a Mulligan is not fit com¬ 
pany for a Perkins?" 

“ My dear fellow, how could you think I could so far insult 
you?" says I. 

“ Well then," says he, “ that’s a matter settled, and we go." 

Wha^the dcucc was I to do ? I wrote to Mrs. Perkins; 
and that kind lady replied, that she would receive the Mulli¬ 
gan, or any other of my friends, with the greatest cordiality. 
“Fancy a party, all Mulligans!" thought I, with a secret 
terror. 



MR, AND MRS. PERKINS, THEIR HOUSE, 
AND THEIR YOUNG PEOPLE. 


Following Mrs. Perkins’s orders, the present witer made 
his appearance very early at Pocklington Square: where 
the tastiness of all the decorations elicited my warmest 
admiration. Supper of course was in the dining-room, 
superbly arranged by Messrs. Grigs and Sixioncr, the con¬ 
fectioners of the neighbourhood. I assisted my respected 
friend Mr. Perkins and his butlfer ii^decanting the sherry, 
and saw, not without satisfaction, a large bath for wine 
under the sidclKiard, ir. which were already placed very 
many bottles of champagne. 

The Back Dining-room, Mr. P.’s study (where the vene¬ 
rable man goes to sleep after dinner), was arranged on this 
occasion as a tea-room, Mrs. Flounccy (Miss Fanny's maid) 
officiating in a cap and pink ribbons, which became her 
exceedingly. Lohg long before the arrival of the company, 
I remarked Master Thomas Perkins and Master Giles Bacon, 
his cousin (son of Sir Giles Bacon, Bart.), in this apartment, 
busy among the macaroons. 

Mr. Gregory, the butler, besides John the footman and 
Sir Giles’s large man in the Bacon livery, and honest Grand- 
sell., carpt^-beater and greengrocer, of Little Pocklington 
Buildings, had at least half-a-dozen of aides-de-camp in 
black with white neckcloths, like doctors of divinity. 

The Back DRAWiNG-gooM door on the lading being 
taken off the hinges (and placed upstairs under Mr. Perkins's 
bed), the orifice was covered with tnuslin, and festooned 
with degant wreaths of lowers. This was the Dancing 
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Saloon, A linen was spread over the carpet; and a band— 
consisting of Mr. Clapperton, piano. Mr. Pinch, harp, and 
* Herr Spoff, comet-A-piston—arrived at a pretty early hour, 
and were accommodated with some comfortable negus in the 
tea-room, previous to the commencement of their delightful 
labours. The boudoir to the left was fitted up as a card- 
room ; the drawing-room was of course for the reception of 
the company,—the chandeliers and yellow damask being 
displayed this night in all their splendour ; and the charming 
conservatory over the landing was ornamented by a few 
moon-like lamps, and the flowers arranged so that it had 
the appearance of a faiiy bower. And Miss Perkins (as I 
took the liberty of stating to her mamma) looked like the 
fairy of that bower. It is this young creature's first year in 
public life: she has been educated, regardless of expense, 
at Hammersmifn; aijfl a «imple white muslin dress and 
blue ceinture set off charms of which 1 beg to speak with 
respectful admiration. 

My distinguished friend the Mulligan of Ballymulligan was 
good enough to come the very first of the party. By the 
way. how awkward it is to be the first of the party! and yet 
you know somebody must; but for my part, being timid, I 
always wait at the comer of the street in the cab, and watch 
until some other carriage comes up. 

Well, ‘as we were arranging the sherry in the decanters 
down the supper-tables, my friend arrived: ** Hwhare's me 
friend Mr. Titmarsh?" I heard him bawling out to Gregory 
in the passage, and presently he rushed into the supper-room^ 
where Mr. and Mrs. Perkins and myself were, and as the 
waiter was announcing “Mr. Mulligan," “ THE Mulligan 
of Ballymulligan, ye bladcguard?" roared he, and stalked 
into the apartment, “ apologoising," as he said, for intro¬ 
ducing himself. 

' Mr. and Mrs. Perkins did not j^haps wish to be seen in 
this room, which was for the present only lighted Igr n 
couf^ of candtes; but ho was not at all abashed by thn 
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circumstance, and grasping them both wannly liy the hands, 
he instantly made himself at home. '*As friends of my 
dear and talented friend Mick." so he is pleased to call me, 

I'm deloighted, madam, to be made known to ye. Don't 
consider me in the light of a mere acquaintaifte 1 As for 
you, my dear madam, you put me so much in moind of my 
own blessed mother, now resoiding at Ballymulligan Castle, 
that I begin to love ye at first soight." At which speech 
Mr. Perkins getting rather alarmed, asked the Mulligan 
whether be would take some wine, or go upstairs. 

“Faix," says Mulligan, "it’s never too soon for good 
dhrink." And (although he smelt very much of whisky 
already) he drank a tumbler of wine "to the improvement 
of an acqueentence whidi comminces in a manner so 
deloightfuL" 

" Let's go upstairs, Mulligan,'* say| I, and led the noble 
Irishman to the upper apartments, which were in a profound 
gloom, the candles not being yet illuminated, and where we 
surprised Miss Fanny, seated in the twilight at the piano, 
timidly trying the tunes of the polka which she danced so 
exquisitely that evening. She did not perceive the stranger 
at first; but how she started when the Mulligan loomed 
upon her 1 

"Heavenlee eachanthress 1" says Mulligan, "don’t floy 
at the approach of the humblest of your sleeves! Reshewm 
your pleece at that insthrument, which weeps harmonious, or 
smoils melojious, as you charrum it 1 Are you acqueented 
with the Oirish Melodies ? Can ye play, ' Who fears to talk 
of Nointy-eight ?' the ' Shan Van Voght,* or the * Dirge of 
OUaniFodhlah'?" 

"Who's this mad chap that Titmarsh has brought?" 1 
heard Master Bacon exclaim to Master Perkins. " Look 1 
how fnghtened Fanny looks 1" 

"Oh pooh I gals are always frightened," Fanny's brother 
replied; but Giles Bacon, more violent, said, " 111 tell you 
what, Tom: if this goes on, we must (nteh into him." And 
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SO 1 have no doubt they would, when another thundering 
knock coming, Gregory rushed into the room and began 
lighting all the candles, so as to produce an amazing 
brilliancy. Miss Fanny sprang up and ran to her mamma, 
and the young gentlemen slid down the banisters to receive 
the company in the hall. 






** What name shall I enounce? ’* 

** Don’t hurry the gentleman-—don’t you see he idn't buttoned lui 
strap yet?” 

" Say Mr. FREDsniCft Minchih.” (Thia is spoken with much 
dignity.) 











EVERYBODY BEGINS TO COMB, BUT 
ESPECIALLY MR. MlNCHlN. 

I 

** It’s only me and my sisters," Master Bacon said; fhou^fh 
“ only " meant eight in this instance. All the young ladies 
bad fresh cheeks and purple elbows; all had white irbclcs, 
with hair morjc or less auburn: and so a party was already 
made of this blooming and numerous family, before the rest 
of !the company began to arrive. The three Miss Meggots 
next came in their Ay ; Mr. Blades an^ his niece from 19 in 
the Square; Captain^ and Mrs. Struther, and Miss Struther; 
Dbetor Toddy's two daughters and th^r mamma: but 
where were the gehdemen ? The Mulligah, great and active 
as he was, could not suffice among so many b^uties. At 
last came a brisk neat little knock, and looking into the 
ball, 1 saw a gentleman taking off his clogs there, whilst Sir 
Giles Bacon's big footman was looking on with ratbef a 
contemptuous air.^^ 

*'What name shall I enounce?" says he, witha wink<*at 
Gregory bn the stair. 

The genUeman in dogs said, with quiet dignity,— 

HR. FREDERICK MINCHtN. 

'*Pump Court, Temple,” is printed on his cards in very 
small type: and he is a rising barrister of the Western 
Circuit He is to be found at home of mornings: after¬ 
wards **at Westminster,” as you read on his back-door. 
**Btnks and Minchin's Reports” are probably known to 
my legal friends; this is the Minchin in question. 

He is decidedly gented« and is rather in request at the 
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balls of the Judges' and Serjeants' ladies: for he dances 
irreproachably, and goes out to dinner as much as ever 
he can. 

He mostly dines at the Oxford and Cambridge Club, of 
which yon can easily see by bis appearance that he is a 
member; he talces the joint and his half-pint of wine, for 
Minchin docs everything like a gentleman. He is rather 
of a literary turn; still makes Latin verses with some neat¬ 
ness ; and before he was called, was remarkably fond of 
the flute. 

When Mr. Minchin goes out in the evening, his clerk 
brings his bag to the Club, to dress; and if it is at all 
muddy he turns up his trousers, so that be may come in 
without a speck. For such a party as this, he will have new 
gloves; otherwise Frederick, his cleric, is chiefly employed 
in cleaning thedl with india-rubber. 

He has a number of pleasant stories about the Circuit 
and the University, which he tells with a simper to his 
neighbour at dinner; and has always the last joke of Mr. 
Baron Maule. He has a private fortune of five thousand 
pounds; he is a dutiful son; he has a sister married, in 
Harley Street; and Lady Jane Ranvillc has the best opinion 
of him, and says he is a most excellent and highly principled 
young man. 

Her Ladyship and daughter arrived just as Mr. Minchin 
had popped his clogs into the umbrella stand ; and the rank 
of that respected person, and the dignified manner in which 
he led her upstairs, caused all sneering on the part of the 
domestics to disappear. 
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THE BALL-ROOM DOOR. 


A ItONOttftD of knocks follow FYedettok Mmchtn's: in ha^ 
^ fiour j^fessrs. Spoff. Pinch, and Clap|)ertoii hsw begun 
diieir and Mulligan, mth one ^ the bfiss lkftoon$, 
ki dgnsS^ng OMijestically in the fiiiirt quadrlHc. My yonng 
Akkids Odes and t'om psnfer the landing-place to the 

^ t^P ^ idght tobMag the 
ik pome op or 4<A^ ^^lea baa 
ibimen late? he will have a dreadfid sioma<&<acbe 


to*aaOlb3ar« has emeu twelve^ but he baa had 
i$pohs#|ji9aaofM^ Otm3sett»theocc^^ 

Master Tom bay& ^uantnk» of ginger- 
beaft m oi epmae d^y him nothing. That is Gmiidaefl> 
hatfeia%ht»^add3r the txay. Meanwhile direct your attention 


In tSie-dnnegendatnenagthe door: 4h^ are conversing. 

%$i W^'a^the ^ikh of dm hous^the bald man? 

Of eotiiee. The man of the house is idways 
^(^aaiiockbtofcer, tbeUeva Snooks brou^t me 
fSM/Hai^ yoh been tp die tea-mom? There’s a 
W|Mg|idJn jhe tea40oai. blue eyes, pink ribbons, that 


OM ‘Who the dmiee a \hat gul with dbose tie 
Gad I I do wish somebody would 


Mr-^that young lady is my nieoei sliv^^my 
«nmhamela Blades, dt. 

ipadesi smack your nSeoeV ihhpldeis: 

9 
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ite «H«rm it. bagad I dw apei. O^w 
jsetoAeFokbiao—HuBol 

WXr-laOf Bacas a» t Itvsi «Wt at Ow f^fat t» 
ncvef Coos out antboot tlw adiola littMb t 

* tSxnMJttUMlmd&ciiit, 






I \D\ IfVCON, me M[S5> BACONS, AND MR I LAM 


















LADY BACON^ THE MISS BACONS, MR. 

FLAM. 


Lady B. Leonora ! Maria ! Amelia! here is the gentleman 
we’met at Sir John Porkington’s. 

[The Misses Bacon, expecting to be asked ta dance, 
sfHile simultaneously, and begin to smooth their 
tuckers, ^ * 

^SK Flam. Lady Bacon t I couldn't be mistaken inyouf 
Woh’^t you dance, I^dy Bacon ? 

Lady B, Go away, you droll creature I , 

Mr, Flam, And these arc your ladyship's seven lovely 
sisters, to judge from their likenesses to the charming l.Ady 
Bacon? ^ 

I.ady B, My sisters, he I be! my daughters, Mr. Flam, 
and they dance, don't you, girls? 

The Misses Bacon, O yes ! 

Mr, Flam. Gad! how I wish I was a dancing man t 

[Exit Flam. 



MR. I iRKTNS. 

I nA\ I not b(‘<.n able to do justue (onlv a LawTeno* could 
do that) to in> nsjxcud fiitnci Mis IVikms, in this pictme, 
but Laikinbs ixirtrm is considered very bke Adol[>bus 
I irkins has Ijt-tn long connoLti.d with Mr. Perkinss City 
cstablishintni and is aski^l to dine twice or thrice per 
annum. lAcning parties an the gieit enjo>inent of this 
simple vouUi, who, after he has walked from Kentish 'I own 
to riiameb Street, and passed twelve' hours m severe UiIjoUT 
ilie*ii and walked back again to Kentish Town, finds no 
gicaiei pleasuic than to attire his lean person in that elegant 
tvening costume' which }ou see. to walk into town again, 
and to dinec at anylnxlv’s house who wiU invite him. 
Islington, Penlonville, Someis Vmvn, are the scenes of 
many of lus exploits, and 1 h.ive seen this good natured 
fellow pel forming figure dances at Netting Hill, at a house 
VI here I am ashamed to saj there wa.s no supper, no negus 
even to speak of, nothing hut the bare merits of the polka m 
which Adolphus rev i Is To desciibe this gentleman's in^ 
fatiiation for dancing let me sa>, in a word, that he will 
even frequent lioarding house hops rather than not go. 

He has clogs loo, like Minchin but nobody laughs at 
htm. He gives himself no airs, but walkb into a bouse with 
a knock and a demeanour so tremulous and humble, that the 
servants rather patronise him. He does not speak, CT have 
any particular opinions, but vihen the time comes, begins to 
dance He bleats out a word or two to his partner during 
this operation, seems very weak and sad dunng the whole 
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performance; and. of course, is set to dance uith the ugliest 
women everyvi here'. 

The gentle, kind spirit I when 1 think of him night after 
night, hopping and jigging, and trudging off to Kentish 
Town, so gently, through the fogs, and mud, and dgrkncss: 
I do not know whether I ought to admire him. because his 
enjoyments are so simple, and his dispositions so kindly; 
01 laugh at him, because be dniNvs his life so exquisitely 
mild. Well, well, wc can't be all roaring lions in this 
world; there must be sofuf lambs, and harmless, kindly, 
gregarious creatures for t'ating and shearing. See! even 
good-natured Mrs Perkins is leading up the trembling 
I.4irkins to tlie tremendous Miss liunion! 



vat. i. 


B3 



MISS BUNION. 


The Popicss, author of " Heart-strings,” “The Deadly 
Nightshade," ' Passion Flo^^^^s,’‘ i:c. Though her poems 
breathe only ol love, Miss P has never lieen iriained. Site 
IS nearly six feet high; she loves walt/mg beyond even 
poesy, and I think. Iol>stcr-dalad as much as either. Slie 
uJnfesM'S to twenty eight, in vvhith cast- lier first volume, 
“The Oiphiin of (?ozo ’ (cut up by Mr. Higby, m the 
Quartetly^ Uith his iismil kindness), must have been pub¬ 
lished when she was thiet- jears old 

For a woman all soul, she certainly cats as much as any 
woman I ever saw. 'Ihe sufferings she has had to endure 
are, she says, beyond compare , the poems which she writes 
breathe a withering passion, a smouldering despair, an 
agony of spirit that would melt the st^ul of a drayman, 
were he to rtad tin lU WVll, it is a comfort to see that 
she can da nee of mghls, and to know (for the habits of 
illustrious liti rarv (arsons aic, always worth knowing) that 
she eats a hot mutton chop for breakfast every moratng 
of her blighted existence. 

She livts in a Ixiarding house at Dromplon, and comes 
to the party in a fly. 



MISS BUNION 






MK fnciv&. 






MR. HICKS. ■ 


L' 


It ts worth twopence to see Mjis Hun ion and Poseidon 
Hicks, tile great poet, conversing with one another, and to 
talk of one to the other afterwards. How they hale each 
other! 1 (in my wickt'd way) have sent Hicks almost raving 
mad, by praising Bunion to him in confidence; and you can * 
drive Bunion out of the room by a few ^cliciois panegyrics 
of Hicka. 

Hicks first bur«it upon ihc astonished w^orld with poems, in 
the Byronic manner: "The Death-Shriek," "The Ba.stard 
of 1-am," "The Au^bal," "The Fire-Ship of Ikjizans," and 
Other works. His " Ixive Lays," in Mr. Moore’s early style, 
were pronounced to lie wonderfully precocious for a young 
gentleman then only thirteen, and in a cointntTcial academy 
at Tooting. 

Sub^ucntly, this great Ixird Ixicamc less passionate and 
ti^Te thoughtful; and, at the age of tw'enty, wrote “ Idiosyn- 
'teraejr" (in forty books, 4 I 0 .); "Amnit," "a siU|x;ndou& 
epic,” as the reviews said; and "The Megathcria,” "a 
magnificent contribution to our prc-Adainitc literature," 
according to the same authorities. Not having read these 
work&. it would ill become me to judge them ; but I know 
that poor jingle, the publisher, ahvays attributed his in.sol- 
Ycncy to the latter epic, which was magnificently printed in 
elephant folio, 

' Hicks has now taken a classical turn, and has brought out 
*** Poseidon/' ‘'lacchus,” " Hephasstus,” and I dare say is 
going th^gb the mythology. But 1 should not like to gy 
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him at a passage of the Greek Delectus, any more than 
twenty thousand others of us who have hdd a “classical 
education." 

Hicks* was taken m an inspired attitude, regarding the 
chandelier, and pretending he didii t know that Miss Pettifer 
w'as looking at him. 

Her name is Anna Maria (daughter of Higgs and Pettifep* 
solicitors Hedford Row), but Hicks calls her “ lanthe*’ in 
hts album verses, and is himself an eminent drysaltcr m the 
City 





MISS MrCGOT 






MISS MEGGOT. 


Pooli Miss Meggot is not so lucky as Miss Bunion. Nobody 
comes 10 dance with her, though she has a new frock on, 
as she calls it, and rather a pretty foot, which she alw'ays 
manages to stick out, ^ 

She is forty-seven, the youngest of three#,isters, who live 
in a mouldy old house, near Middles!^ Hospital, w'here they 
have lived for I don't know how many score of years ; but 
Ibis is certain; the eldest Miss Meggot saw the Gordon 
Riots out of that sam^* jxirlour w indow, and tells the .story 
how her father (physician to George HI.) was robbed of his 
queue in the streets on that occasion. The two old laditis 
have taken the brevet rank, and arc addressed as Mrs. Jane 
and Mrs. Betsy: one of them is at whist in the back drawing- 
room. But the youngest is still called Miss Nancy, and is 
considered quite a baby by her sisters. 

She was going to Iw married once to a brave young officer, 
Ensign Angus Maccpiirk, of the Whistlebinkie Fencibles; 
but he fen at Quatre Bras, by the side of the gallant Snuff- 
mull, his commander. Deeply deeply did Miss Nanejj 
deplore him. 

But ^ime has cicatrised the wounded heart. She is m 
now, and would sing or dance, ay, or marry if anybod> 
asked her. 

Do go, my dear friend—I don't mean to ask her to marry, 
but to ask her to dance.—Never mind the looks of the thing. 
It will make her happy; and what does it cost you ? Ah, 
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rny dear fellow I take this counsel: always dance with tibe 
old ladies—always dance with the governesses. It is a 
comfort to the poor things when they get up in their garret 
tha,t somebody has bad mercy on them. And such a hand* 
some fellow as you too! . ' 








MISS RANVILLE, REV, MR, TOOP, 
Miss MULLINS, MR, WINTER, 

Mr. W. Miss Mullins, look at Miss Ran v ilk* what a 
picture of good-humour • 

Mtss M Ob, you satirical creature I 

Mr, \V. Do you know why sht is so angry? she expected 
to dance with Captain Gng, and by some nrustakc the 
Cambridge Professor got hold of her isn’^ he al^andsomc 
man? 

Mm M. Oh, you droll wretch 1 

Mr, W. Yes, he's a felloe of College—follows mayn’t 
marry. Miss Mullins- jxror lelloMi^, ay, Miss Mullins? 

Mtss M. La I 

Mr, IV. And Professor of Plilclxjtomy in the University. 
He flatters himself he is a man of the world, Miss Mullins, 
and always dances in the long vacation. 

Mtss M. You maUnoua w icked monster 1 

Mr, W- Do you know Lady Jane Ranville ? Miss Ran 
ville's maroma. A ball once a year, f(x>tmcn in canary* 
coloured livery; Baker Street, six dinners in the season; 
starves all the year round, pridt and poverty, you know, 
Pvc been to her liall ma, Ranville Ranville % her brother, 
and betv^cn you and me —but this, dear Miss Mulhns, is a 
pn^ound secret,—I tlimk he s a greater fool than his sister. 

M, Oh, you satirical, droll, malicious, wicked thing 

youl 

Mr, W, You do me injustice, Miss Mullins, indeed you 
do,. \Chaim Anglaite, 



MISS JOY, MR. AND MRS. JOY, 

MR. BOTTER. 

Mr /i. WhiU spintb that girl has, Mrs. Joy ! 

Mr. /. bhe's ,i sunshint in a house. Bolter, a regtflstr 
simshmc. Wlu*n Mrs, J here's in a bad humour, I- 

Mrs. J. Don't talk nonsense, Mr. Joy* 

Mr. B. Theic's a hop. skip, and jump foi you I Why, it 
Ixiats Elsf^ef! Uf)on my conscience, it does ! It*s her four¬ 
teenth quadnllmtoo. There she goes! She's a jewel of a 
girl, though I say it that shouldn't. 

A/rr. J. {laughing) Why don’t you marry her, Botter? 
Shall I speak to her ’ I dare say she'd have you. You're 
not so very old. 

Mr. B. Don't aggravate me, Mrs, J. You know when I 
lost my lieart in the year 1817, at the opening of Waterloo 
Bridge, to a young lad\ who wouldn't have me, and left roe 
to die in despair, and roamed Joy of the Stock Exchange. 

Mrs. /. Get away, you foolish old creature. 

[Mr. Joy looks on in etslasies at Miss Jpv's 

Lady Janf Ranville, 0/ Baker Street, pronmnets 
her to he an exteedirigly forwatd per:^. CAf^AlN 
Ddbbs Uh'S a girl voko has plenty pf go inker; and 
as for Tred Sparks, he u over head and ears in love 
“oith her. 




MIbS joy, MR. AND MRS JOV, MB nOll F R. 





MS 


MR. RANVILLE RANVILLE AND 
JACK HUBBARD. 

This is Miss Ranville Ranvillc's brother, Mr. Ranviile Ran- 
viUe of the Foreign Office, faithtully designed ns he was 
* playing at whist in the card-room. Talleyrand used to play 
at whist at the "Travellers'," that is why Ranville Ranville 
indulges in that ffiploiiutic recreation. It is n(^ his fault if 
he l>e not the gn*atcst man m the room. • 

If yon speaJc to him, he smiles sternly, and answers in 
monosyllables; he would mther die than commit himself, 
fie never has committed himself m his life. He was the 
tirst at school, and distinguished at Oxford. He is growing 
prematurely bald now, like Canning, and is quite proud of 
it. He rides in St, James's Park of a morning Ixjfore break¬ 
fast. He dockets his tailor’s bills, and nicks off his dinner- 
notes in diplomatic [paragraphs, and kiL'eps prdt is of them all. 
If he ever makes a joke, it is a quotation from Horace, like 
Sir Robert Peel The only relaxation he permits himself, is 
to read Thucydides in the holidays. 

Everybody asks him out to dinner, on account of his 
brass-buttons with the Queen's cipher, and to have the air of 
being well with the Foreign Office. "Wftere I dine," he 
says solemc’y, " 1 think it is my duty to go to evening 
parties.'^ That is why he is here. He never dances, never 
sups, never drinks. He has gruel when he goes home to 
bed, 1 think it is in his brains. 

He a such an ass and so respectable, that one wonders 
has not succeeded in the world; and yet somehow they 
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laugh at him , and you and 1 shall be Mmish^s as soon as 
he will. 

Yonder, milking Iv'lieve to look over the piint*books, is 
that m^rry rogue, Jack Hubbard 

See how jovial he looks * He is the life and soul of every 
p,irty, and lus impromptu singing after supper will make 
you die of laughing He is meditating an impromptu now, 
and at the same time thinking xlwut a bill that is rommg 
due next llmisdx>. Hipp_> dog* 





MRS. TROTTRR, MlbS TROTTER, MISS TOADYf 
LORD MLIUUSCLAH 









MRS. TROTTER, MISS TROTTER, MISS 
TOADY, LORD METHUSELAH. 

Dear Emma Trotter has been silent and rather ill-humoured 
all the evening, until now her pretty face lights up with 
sini 1 <^ Cannot you guess why ? Pity the simple and affec¬ 
tionate creature I Lord Methuselah has not arrived until 
this moment: and see how the artless girl steps forward to 
greet him. ^ 

In the midst of all the selBshness and turmoi^of the world, 
how charming it is to find virgin hearts quite unsullied, 
and to look on at little romantic pictures of mutual love 1 
Tjord Methuselah, though you know his age by the Peerage 
—though be Is old, wigged, gouty, rouged, wicked, has 
lighted up a pike fioine m that gentle bosom. There was a 
talk about Tom Willoughby last year ; anulhcn, for a time, 
young Hawbuck (Shr John Hawbuck's youngest son) seemed 
tb<^ favoured man; but Emma never knew her mind until 
she met the dear creature before you in a Rhine steamboat. 
“Why are you so late, Edward?” says she. Dear artless 

Her mother looks on with tender satisfaction. One can 
appreciate the joys of such an admirable parent! 

“Lpede at them I” says Miss Toady. “I vow and pro¬ 
test theyVe the handsomest couple in the room !” 

> Methuselah's grandchildren are rather jealous and angry, 
Ohd Mademoiselle Ariane, of the Frencli theatre, is furious. 
But there's no accounting for the mercenary envy of some 
people; and it is impossible to satisfy everybody. 


VOJL t 


C 



MR. BEAU MORIS, MR. GRIG, 

MR. FLYNDERS. 

Thosk three young men are de&( ribed in a twinkling . Cap¬ 
tain Orig of the Heavies ; Mr. Fleaunioris, the hanthome 
young man ; Tom Flinders (Flynders Flynders he now calls 
lurnselt), the fat gentleman i^ho dresses after Bcauinoris. 

Hcautnons is in the Treasury: he has a salary of eighty 
pounds a yecr, on which he maintains the best cab and 
horses of the season ; and out of which he pays seventy 
guineas merely for his buhscriptions to clubs. He hunts in 
r^’icestershire, where great men mount him; he is a pro¬ 
digious favourite behind the scenes at the theatres; you 
may get glimpses of him at Richmond, with all sorts of pink 
lionnets ; and he is> the sworn friend of half tlic most famous 
rou( 5 s about town, .such as old Methuselah, Lord Billygoat, 
I.ord Tarquin, and the rest: a respectable race. It is to 
oblige the former that the good-natured young fellow is here 
to night; though it must not be imagined that he gives him¬ 
self any airs of .sufieriority. Dandy as he is, he is quite 
affable, and would borrow ten guineas from any man la the 
room, in the most jovial way possible. 

It is neither Beau's birth, which is doubtful; xhmt tus 
money, which is entirely negative; nor his honesty, wbidli 
goes along w'ith his monoy-ijualificatioii; nor his wit. fm: he 
can barely spell,—-which recommend him to the fashionable 
world: but a sort of Grand Seigneur splendour and dandified 
jc ne S9ais quoi, which make the man he is of him. The 
w^ay in which his boots and gloves fit him is a wonder which 
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no other man cnn achieve; and though he has not an atom 
of principlCt it must be confessed that be invented the 
Tnglioni shirt 

When I see these magnificent dandies yavvT>ing*out of 
*'White’s/* or caracoling in the Park on shining chargers, 
1 like to think that Bruinmel vvas the greatest of them all, 
and that Brummers father was a foot man. 

Flynders is Beaumoris's toady: lends him money; Imys 
horses tlirough his recommendation; drtrst»es after him; 
clings to him in I*all Mall, and on the steps of the c^ub; and 
talks about "Bo" in all societies. It is his drag which 
carries down Bo's friends to the Dcrljy, and liis cheques pay 
for dinners to the pink bonnets. 1 don’t believe the Per¬ 
kinses know what a rogue it is, but fancy a decent 
Imputable City man, like his father before ^im. 

As for Captain Grig, what is there to tell nlK>ut him? He 
performs the duties of his calling with perfect gravity. He 
is faultless on parade; e,xeellent across country; amiable 
when drunk, rather slow when sober. He has not two 
ideas, and is a most good-natured, irreproachable, gallant, 
and stupid young officer. 



CAVALIER SEUL. 

This my fnond Bob Hely, performing the Cavalier seul 
in a CjUadrillo. Remark the good laimoured pleasure de¬ 
picted in his countenance. Mas he any secret grief? Has, 
he a pain anywhere? No, dear Miss Jones, he is dancing 
like a true Briton, and with all the charming gaiety and 
abandon of our race. 

When C'‘.nai]lard perfonns that Cavalier seal operation, 
docs he flmch ? No . he puts on his most vainqueur 
look, he sticks his thumbs into the armholes of his waist¬ 
coat, and advances, retreats, pirouettes, and otherwise 
gambadoes, as though to say, “ Regarde-moi, O inonde! 
Vener, 0 femmes, venez voir danser Canaillard! 

Wlien Dc Bobwitz executes the same measure, he does 
it with smiling agility, and graceful case. 

Bui poor Ilely, if he were advancing to a dentist, his face 
would not be more cheerful. All the eyes of the room are 
upon him, he dunks; and he thinks he looks like a fool. 

Upon my word, if you i)ress die point with me, dear Miss 
Jones* I think he is not vtiry far from right, I think that 
while Frenchmen and Germans may dance, as it is ttidr 
nature to do, there is a natural dignity alxiut us Britons 
which debars us from that enjoyment. 1 am rather of the 
Turkish opinion, that this should be done for us. 1 
think- 

“Good-bye. you envious old fox-and-thc-grapes,” says 
Miss Jonc*s, and the next moment I see her whirling by in a 
polka with Tom Tozer, at a pace which makes me 
back with terror into the little boudoir. 



CWAULR SLl, 







M C\NVIIL\RD, l.l^tTL^ANT B\RON DE BOBWltE*, 





Af. CANAtLLARD, CHEVALIER OF THE 
LEGIOH OF HONOUR. 

LIEUTENANT BARON DB BOBWITZ. 

Cantxillard, Oh, ccs Anglais! quels hommos, mon Diou ! 
Comme il$ sent habilWs, com me ils danseni! 

Bobwiia. Ce sont dc l>feaux hommes bourtant; point <le 
tentie militaire, mnis de grands gaillards; si je les avais dans 
ma cotnpagnie de la Garde, j'en ferai dc bons soldats# 
Canaillard. Est il bSte, cct Allcmand! * Lcs grands 
hommes ne font pas toujuurs de txms soklats. Monsieur. 
11 me seinble quo lcs soldats rlc France qui sont dc nia taillc. 

Monsieur, valent un peu rnieux- 

Bobnfih. Vous croyoz? 

CanaiilaP'd. Comment 1 je le crols, Monsieur? J’en suis 
sftr 1 II me scmblc. Monsieur, que nous I'avoiis prou.v<I*. 

Bobtoits {impaUtnily). Je m’en vais danscr la Bolka. 
Serviteur, Monsieur. 

Canaillard, llutor 1 

gtms and looks at kimsolf in the glass^ when he is 
seised by Mks Pcbkins for the Polka^ 



THE BOUDOIR, 

MR. SMITH, MR. BROWN, MISS BUSTLETON. 

A/i Broum Y»u polk, Miss Dusllcton? I‘jn 34 ■dfr* 
Ui^ihied. * 

Afi^\ Hu^iliton, {Smtks and preparti to ritt ) 

Mf. Smith D-puppy. 

{Poor Smith don't polk. 






GRAND POLKA. 


ThOVGH a quadrille srems to me as drearj’ as a funeral, jTt 
to look at a polka, I ov^ n is pleAant Sec 1 Brown ♦md 
Knuly Bustlcion are wbiilmg round is light as two pigeons 
over a dovecot, Torer, Nviih thit \iicktd \\hiskmg little 
Jones, spins along as merrily as n Ma) d i) sweep, Miss Joy 
w the paitncr of the happv Fred Sparks, and even Mi^s 
Ranville is pleased, for the kniltkss C aptiin Gng is toe and 
heel with her Beaumons, with rathci ^ nonJUlant air, 
takes a turn with Miss 1 rotter at which Ia>rd Methuselah s 
wrinkled chops quner umasil) S<c’ how the lag Baron 
do Bobwit/ spins lightly and i\cl> uid gricefully lound , 
and lo ’ die hicnchman sliggtnng nnd< r the weight of Miss 
Bunion, who tramps and kick, like i young cart horse 
But the most awful sight which met m> Mt w in this dance 
was the unfortunate Miss Little, to whom fate bad assigned 
The Mllligan as a partner Like a pavid kill m the 
talons of an eagle, that young crcaluic trembled in his huge 
Milesian grasp Disdaining the ucognisid form of the 
dance, the Insh chicftam accommodated the music to the 
dance of hts own green land, and performed a double shuAle 
jig, carrying Miss Little along with him Miss Ranville and 
her Captain shrank back amazed , Miss Trotter skirned out 
of his way ti to the prot(*ction of the astonished Loid 
Methuselah , Fred Sparks could haidlj move for laughing, 
while, on the contrary, Miss Jo} was quite m pain for poor 
Little. As Canaillard and the Poetess came up, The 
Mttthgan, in the height of his enthusiasm, lunged out a kick 
whhih i^t Miss Bunion howling, and concluded with a 
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tremendous Hurroo a wai try which caused every Saxoh 
heart to shudder and cjuail. 

" Oh that the earth would open and kindly take me in I 
T exclaimed mentally, and slunk off into the lower legionSi 
where 1>> this time half the company were at supper. 





GEUKOL CKUNDSELL. 








































THE SUPPER, 


Til^ supper is going on behind the screen, There is no need 
to draw the supper. Wc all know that sort of transaction , 
the squabbling, and gobbling, and popping of champogtu^, 
the smUl of musk and lobster salad , the dovtagera chump 
ing away at pUtes of uuHcrl pie , the >oung lassies hibbling 
at little titbits, w hich the. dexterous young gt ntlemen procure 
Three large men like doctois of divinity wail behind the 
table, and furnish everything that apptnte can ask for. I 
never, for my p'lrt, c,in eat any supptr for wondering at 
those men. I believe if you wore to ,i''k l^cm for masbi*d 
turnips, or a slice of ciocodib, thoRe astonishing peoplt 
would serve >oa, \\ hat i contempt they must have for the 
guttling crowd to whom they nnnisier those solemn pastry 
cooks men’ How ibi’' must hite pllics, and g.tinc-pic'^ 
and champagne ift thtir hearts * How they must scorn nn 
poor friend GrundscU txJund the screen, who is sucking '* 
a lioitlc ’ 


asosas eauKossKiZ,, 

GREENGROCER AND SALESMAN, 

9 la 1 ILK POCKl INGION BUILDINCiS, 
lATF COM-IDFS riAL SBRSAhl IN THI PAMIIYOP 

THE LORD MAYOR OF LONDON. 

I 

tS" C*irpeti belt >-Kiiive« and Boots cle medper contract j 

Errandsfdnbfull) perforiiie<l . (• attetuK Hall ind Dinner 
jMutifrs, uid from hts knottlt of th» most dKtm^uislied 
I'.unilles In 1 ondon, confidently recnminends bis services to 
the dis'uiguishcd iiejfrbbourhood of PocLlin^ton Sqimre 
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'fhjs dtsi^sed greengrcKer is a very wdll-knowii chameter 
in the neighbourhood of FVicklington Square. He traits at 
the parties 6f the gentry in the neighbourhood, and though^ 
of course, despised m families where a footman is kept, is a 
person of ntiich importance in femak establishments. 

Miss Jonas always emplo}s him at her parties, and says 
to her page, " Vincent, send the butler, or send Dcsborough 
to me, ’ b> which name she chooses to designate G G. 

When the Miss Trumps h.ivc fiost horses to then cairiage, 
.md pay visits, Grunds*!! alvv i>s goe-^ behind Those ladies 
have the gicatest toiifidence in him h ive been godmothers 
to fourteen of his children and kjvt tUtir house in Im 
charge when they go to Rognor for the summer He 
attend* d those ladies when th(yw*^re presented at the last 
drawing room of Her Maj*sty Queen Charlotte 

Mr Orundscll s stn.h costume is a blue coat and copper 
buttons, a white waistcoat, and an immense frill and shirt- 
collar He was for many years a piiv'iie watchman, and 
once canvassed foi the office of pansh cloik of St PeterSi 
Pockhngton lie cm be entrusted with untold spoons 
With anything, in fact, but liquor, and it was he who 
brought lound the cards for Mrs PI:Rk.l^s s Ball 





Miss MAKTIN AND 'kOVNG 'WARD,. 






















APTER SUPPER. 


I DO not intend to say any more about it. After the 
people had supped, they went back and danced. Some 
supped again, I gave Miss lUinion, with my own hands, 
four bumjHirs of oh.impagne • and such a quantity of goosc- 
Uver and truffles, that 1 don't wonder she took a glass of 
cherry-brandy afienA'ards. Tlic grey morning was in Pock- 
Imgton Sfjunrc as she drove aw.iy in her lly. did the 
other people go aw-ay. How green and *^llow some of the 
gfirls looked, and how awfully dear Mrs <*olonel Hludyer’s 
rouge was! I-ady J^mc Ranville's great coach had roared 
away down the streets long Ix'fore. Fred Mmchin pattered 
off in his clogs; it was I who <-ovm*d uj) Miss Meggot, and 
conducted her, with her two old sisteis, to the carriage. 
Good old .souL»! "Diey have shown their gratitude by asking 
me to tea next Tuesday. Methuselah is gone to finish the 
night at the dub. “ Mind to morrow,’ Miss Trotter says^ 
kissing her hand out of the carnage. (Janadl.ard departs, 
asking the way to “ Lcsterre .Scjuar.” They all go away—life 
goes away. 

Look at Miss Martin and young Ward • how tenderly the 
rogue is wrapping her up! how^ kindly she looks at him! 
The old folks arc whispering liehind as they wait for their 
carriage. What is their talk, think you? and when shall 
that pair make a match? When you see those pretty liuKi 
oreatUTCS with their smiles and their blushes, and their pretty 
ways, would you like to be the Grand Bashaw? 

Mind and send me a large piece of cake,” I go up and 
iHdtfsper archly to old Mr. Ward: and we look on rather 
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sentimentally at the cotiple, almost the last in the rooms 
(there, 1 declare, go the musicians, and the clock is at five)— 
when Grundsel], with an air efari, rushes up to me and 
says, " For c'v’n sake, sir, go into the supper^room : there's 
that flIrish gent a-pitchm* mto Mr. P." 






Till- MLLLIOVN AND MR l>fcRKlN^ 



run MULLIGAN AND MR. PERKINS. 

It wasi too ime. I Viad lakon bim away after supper (ht 
ran after Miss Little's carriage, who was» dying in love with 
him as he fancied), but the brute had come back again. 
The doctors of divinity were putting up their condiments. 
cverj’lwdy was gone, but the abominable Mulligan sat 
swinging his legs at the lonely suptx^r-iablc! t 

Perkins was oppti?.iic, gasping at him. ^ 

The Mulligan. I tell yc. yc arc the butler, ye big fat man. 
Go get me some more chanifugne: it'.s good at this house. 

' Mr. Perkins (7inik iligni/}'). It is good at this bouse; 
but- 

Tka Mulligan. Rut hwhat, ye goggling l>ow-windowed 
jackass? Go get the wme, and we'll dthnnk it together, my 
old buck. 

Mr. Perkins. My name, sir, is Pekkins, 

The Mulligan. Well, that rhymes with jcrkkis, my man 
of hrkins; so don't let us have any more shirkings and lurk- 
ings, Mr. Perkins. 

Mr, Perkins (roiih apaplertic energy) Sir, I am the master 
of this house; and 1 order you to quit it. I'll not be in¬ 
sulted, sir. ril send for a policeman, sir. What do you 
mean, Mn Titmarsh, sir, by bringing ibis- this Ixiast into - 
my house, sir? 

At this, with a scream like that of a Hyrcanian tiger, 
Mulligan of the hundred battles sprang forward at bis 
prey; but we were beforehand with him. Mr. Grigory, 
Mr. Qnmd&ell, Sir Giles Bacon's Urge man, the young 
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gentlemen, and my&elf, rushed simultaneously upon the 
tipsy chieftain, and confined him. The doctors of divinity 
looked on with perfect indifTercnce. That Mr. Perkins did 
not off in a fit is a wonder. He was led away heaving 
and snorting frightfully. 

Somebody smashed Mulligan’s hat over his eyes, and I 
led him forth into the silent morning. The chirrup of the 
birds, the freshness of the rosy air, and a penn'orth of coffee 
that 1 got for him at a stall in the Regent Crircus, revived 
him somewhat. When 1 qintted him, he was not angry 
but siid. He was desirous, it \>, true, of avenging the wrongs 
of Erin in battle line; he wishttd also to share the grave 
of Sarsfield and Hugh O’Neill; but he was sure tliat Miss 
I^crkins, as well as Miss Little, was desperately in love with 
him ; and I Icf^jiim on a doorstep in tears, 

“Is it l>fst to be laughing-mad, or crying-mad, in the , 
world?" .says I moodily, coming into my street. Betsy the 
maid was already up and at work, on her knees, .scouring 
the steps, and cheerfully beginning her honest daily labour. 


THE END OF “MRS. PERKINS’S BALL/* 
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fonns pan. is a sdn df impostor, and has no business to be 
called Gardens at all. Mr. Gibbs, Sir Thomas’s agent and 
nephew, is furious at our daring to take the title which 
Ijelongs, to our betters. The very next door (No. 46. the 
Honourable Mrs. Mountnoddy) is a bouse of Rve stoc^. 
diooting up proudly into the air, thirty feet above' our 
high-Toofed low-roointyl old tenement. Our house belongs 
to Captain Bragg, not only the landlord but the sondn* 
law of Mrs. Cannnysole, who lives a couple of hundred 
yards down the .street, at " The Bungalow.” He was the 
comnnvndcr of the “Ram Cbundcr” hkist Indiaman, and 
has f|uarrelled with the Rocklmgtons ever since he bought 
houses in the pansh. 

He it is who will not sell or alter his houses to suit the 
spirit of tlk: limes. He it is who. though he made the 
widow C'ammysolc change the name of her street, will not 
pull down the house next door, nor the liaker's next, hot 
the iron-bcdslead and feather warehouse ensuing, nor the 
, little barlxir's with the jwle, nor, I am ashamed to say, the 
iripc-shop still standing. The barber powders the heads 
of the great fotjtmen from Pocklmgion Gardens ; they are so 
big that they can scarcely sit in his little iircmises. And the 
old tavern, the “ ICost Indiarnan,” Is kept by Bragg’s ship- 
stcNvard, and protests against the “ Pocklinglon Arms.” 

Down the road is Pocklington Chapel, Rev. Oldham 
•Slocum—in brick, with arched windows and a wooden 
liclfry: soljer, dingy, and hideous. In the centre of Pock- 
lington Gardens rises St. W.altheof s, the Rev. Cyril Thuryfer 
and assistants—a splendid AngUvNorman edifice, vast, rifeh, 
elaborate, bran new, and intensely old. Down Aveinary 
Lane you may hear the clink of the little Romish ebapd 
IjcII. And hard by is a large broad-shouldered Ebeneacr 
(Rev. Jonas Gronow), out of the w'indows of which the 
hymns come booming all Sunday long. 

Going westward aio.ng the line, we come presently to 
^?omandinc House (on a p-art of the gardens of which 
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Comandine Gardens is about to be erected by his Lord- 
farther on, **The Pineries," Mr. and Lady Mary 
hfango* and so we get into the coutitr}% and out of Our 
Street oltogelhcrr as 1 may say. But m the half-mile, over 
which it may be said to extend, we find all soils and condi¬ 
tions of people—from the Right Honourable Lord Coman- 
dine down to the present topographer, who, being of no 
rank as it were, h.is the fortune to be treated on almost 
friendly footing by all. from his lordship down to the 
tradesman. 




OVR HOUSE IS OUR STREET. 

Wr must l)rgm our little descnptions \\hore they say chanty 
should begin-at home Mrs. ( amin/sole, my landlady, 
uiH lx* ratlvr surpiiSH'd when she reads this, and finds that 
a good nalurod ti-nanl, who has never compUmed of her 
imposiiion.s for hftitn scars iiihU rstands cver>" one of her 
tneks and mats them, not with anger, but wtih i.torn—with 
silent sj^>rn. 

On the i 8 th •f Decemljcr, 1837 . for instance, coming genldy 
downstairs, and bt'foic rny iisuil wont. I saw )ou srated in 
mv iirm-chair, jxHptng into a lettei that came from my aunt 
in the country, just as if it had lieen addrt‘ssed to j'ou, and 
not io"M A lumar^'h, Ksij." Did I make any djhtwb- 
ance? Tir from a T slunk Uick to my bed room {being 
enabled to waik siU nllv in tht Ix'autiful pair of W'orsted 
slippers Mixs Pent lojx J — s worked for me they ate worn 
out now, dear Pent lop’ f) and then, tattling open the door 
with a great noi'a\ disandi'd the stair singing “Son virgin 
” at the top of my ^ oicc You were not in my sitting- 
room, Mrs Cammjsole, when 1 entered that apartment. 

You have lieen reading all my letters, papers, manu&enpts.* 
houilhni of wrses inchoate articles for the Momung^ /W 
and Aforntng Chrvmi invitations to dinner and tea—all 
my family letters, all Id ra Townle^'s letters, fioiti the first, 
m which she declared that to lie the brtde of her bc)oiMSd 
Michel agnolo was the fondest wish of her maiden heart, to 
the last, m which she announced that her Tbonua was the 
best of husbands, and sign^ herbcJf “ Eliza Sloggee,^ “ all 
Mary Farmer’s letters, all Emdy Delamere’s; alt that poor 
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focAish old Miss MacWhirtet's, whom I would as soon marry 
as —: in a word, I know that you, you hawk*bcakod, 
keethcyed, sleeploss. indefatigable old Mrs. Cammysole. 
have read all my papers for these fifteen years. , 

I know that you cast your curious old eyes over all the 
manuscripts which you find in my coat-pockets and those of 
my pantaloons, as they hang in a dmjxirj^ over the door¬ 
handle of my bedroom. 

1 know that you count ih<’: money in my green and gold 
purse, which I^ticy Nettcrville giwe me, and speculate on 
the manner in which I have laid out the difference between 
to-day and yesterday. 

I know* that you have an understanding with the laundress 
(to whom you 5 iay that you are all-powerful w ith me), thrwiten- 
ing to take away my practice from her, unles.s slu^gets up 
gratis some of your fine linen. 

I know that we Ixiih have a fw*nnyworth of cream for 
breakfast, which is brought m in the same Utile can; and I 
know who has llic most for her share. 

I know how' many lumps of sugar you take from each 
pound as it arrives. I have cminlt d the lumps, you old 
thief, flind for years have never said a word, except to Miss 
Clapperclaw, the first-floor Itxlgtr. Once I pul a bottle of 
pale brandy into that cuplxiard, of which you and I only 
have keys, and the liquor wasted and w'asied away until it 
•was all gone. You drank the whole of it, you wicked old 
woman. You a lady, indcetl! 

I know your rage when they did me the honour to elect 
me a member of the “ Poluphloisfyoiothalasscs CMub," and I 
ceased cmiscquenlly to dine nt home. When I dine at 
homo,*00 a beefsteak let us say,—I should like to know 
what you had for supper. You first amputated portions of 
the meat when raw: you abstracted more when cooked. 

you think / was taken in by your flimsy pretences? I 
wtmddf how you could dare to do such things before 
yiwir makh; (you a clergyman’s daughter and widow. 
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indeed ly, %vhoni you your&elf were always charginif With 
roguery. 

Yes, the iTi&olencc of the old woman is unbearable, and 1 
must break ont at last If she goes off m a At at readme 
this, I am sure I shan’t mmd She has two unhappy 
wenches, against whom her old tongue is dacking from 
morning till night, she pounces on them at all hoots. It 
was but this morning at eight, when poor Molly was broom¬ 
ing the steps, and the baker paying her by no means 
unmerited complmicnts, that luy landlady came whirlingout 
of the ground-floor front, and sent the poor girl whimpering 
into the kite hen 

Were it but foi her condu(.t to her maids I was determined 
publicly to <hnoun.iv h<*r These poot wretches she causes 
to lead'hv. lives of demons , and not content with bullying 
them all da>, she sleeps at night m the same room with 
them, so that she may hive them up before daybreak, ftUd 
scold them whik ihi v arc dressing 

Certain it i, ihit b<’tween her and Miss Clapperclaw, on 
the first flcKir the piior wenches lead a dismal life. My 
dear Miss, ( l.tppcKl iw, I hope you will excuse me for having 
placed jou in the title page of luy little book, looking out 
of your accustomed window, and having >our (jj^e-glasscs 
rtady to spy the whole street, whicli you know better thaa 
any inlmbitant of it. 

It ij, to you thii I owe most of my knowledge of our 
neighbour? fiorn you it is, that most of the facts and obser¬ 
vations cont mud in these brief pages are taken. Many a 
night, o\cr our tea have we talked amiably a]x>ut our nc 4 gb> 
liours and their little fadings , and as 1 know that you speak 
of mine pretty frsth, wh>, let me say, my desar Bessy, that 
if we have not built up Our Mreet between i», at least we 
have pulled It to pieces 




A STREET COLKTSniP. 

iKa4)rr.--*How them curhpap«r« do become > 0 U| MoUy 1 

Afk* JkMfy. -^Cet ‘long now^ Baker, do 
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THE BUNGALOW. 

CAPTAIN AND MRS. BRAGG, 

LoKC long ago, when Our Street v^as the country—a stage* 
coach between us and London passing four tunes a day—I 
do not cate to ovm that it was a sight of Flora Cammysole's 
face, under the card of her mamma’s " l^gings to Let/’ 
which first caused me to become a tenant of Our Street. A 
fine good'humoured bss she was then, and I gave her 
lessons (part oat of the rent) m 1 rench andetlowei painting 
She has made a fine nch marriage since although her eyes 
have often seemed to me to saj,, '* Ah Mr T , why didn't 
you, when .there was }ct time and \»e bf>th of us were free, 
propose—you know what ? ' " Psha! Where as the money, 
my dear madam? ' 

Captain Bragg, then occupied in building ^Bungalow 
ILodge—Bragg, I say, hvmg on the first floor and entertain* 
ing sea*captains. merchants, and Past Indian friends with 
his grand ships pUte, btmg disappointed in a project of 
manytng a Director’s daughter, who was also a second 
Cousin once Temoved of a peer,— sent in a fury for Mrs 
Cammysole, his landlady, and proposed to marry Flora off 
hand, and settle four hundred a year upon her Flora was 
ordered from the back parlour (the ground floor occupies 
the second-floor bed room), and was on the spot made 
acquainted with the splendid offer which the first*floor had 
n^dc her She has been Mrs Captain Bragg these twelve 
years. 

You see her portrait, and that of the brute her husband. 

on ihe opposite side of the page 

you t T> 2 
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Bragg to this day wears ancbor>buitons« and has a dress* 
coat with a gold strop for epaulets, in case he should have a. 
fancy to sport them. I lis house is covered with portraits, 
busts, and miniatures of^ himself. His wife is made to wear 
one of the latter. On his sideboard are pieces of plate, 
presented by the passengers of the “ Kam Chunder*' to 
Captain Bragg: "The ' Kam Chunder* East IndUiman, in 

a gale, off Tabic Bay;.Hie Outward-bound Fleet, under 

convoy of Her T^lajesty's frigate ‘ I^blollyboy,' Captain 
Gutch, beating off tht? T'rench squadron, under Commodore 
Lcloup {the ' Ram Chinnier,' S.F,. by F.., is rcpresent«xi en¬ 
gaged with the ' Mirhton ' corvette)," The ‘ Ram Chundei:' 
standing into the TIo<jghly, with (’aptain Bragg, his telo- 
?copt; and sjii'aking irumixit, on the pf)op; " '* Captain Bragg 
prescntCMg the OfBeers of the 'Ram Chunder’ to Generol 
lV)naparte at fst. Helena —Titmatjsh" (this fine piece w^s 
painted by me when I w.is in favour with Bragg): in a word^ 
Bragg and the " Ram Chunder” arc all over the house. 

Although I h:ive eaten scores of dinners at Captain Bragg’s 
charge, yet his hospitality is so insolent, that none of ua who 
frequent his inahogau) feel any obligation to our braggart 
entertainer. 

After he ha*! given one of his great heavy dinners he always 
takes an oppeatunity to tell you, in the most public vftiy, 
how many bottles of w ine were drunk. His pleasure is to 
make his guests tipsy, and to tell everybody bow and when 
the period of inebriation arrjse. And Miss Q^pperclaw tell$ 
me that he often conies over laughing and giggling to her, 
and pretending that he has brought me into this condition—a 
'•alumny which I lling contemptuously in hi.s face. 

He scarcely gives any but men’s parties, ajnd invites the 
,whole club home to dinner. What is the compliment of 
being asked, when the w hole club is asked too, I should 
to know ? Men’s panics are only good for boys. I hate a 
dinner where there are no women. Bragg sits at the hood 
of his tabic, and bullies the sditaiy rs. Bragg* 
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He us with stories of storms wbicli he, Bragg. 

eocomitered--^of dinners which he. Bragg, has received from 
the Govemor-Geucral of India—of jokes which he, Bragg, 
has heard; and however stale and odious they may be, poor 
Mrs, B, is always expected to laugh. 

Woe be to her if she doesn’t, oi if she laughs at anybody 
«'lse’s jokes. I have seen Bragg go up to htn* and squeeze 
her arm with a savage grind of his teeth, and say, with an 
oath, "Hang it, madam, how dare )ou laugh when any 
man hut your husband speaks to vou? 1 forbid you to grin 
m that w'ay. 1 forbid )Ou to lo<»k sulky. 1 forbid you to 
look happy, or to look up, oi to keep \our eyes down to the 
ground. I desire you will not be trapesing thiough the 
rooms, I order you not to <^11 as still as a stone. * He 
curses her if the wine i.s corked, or it the dinnei is •polled, 
or if she comes a minute too soon to the club for him, or 
anrtve.s a minute too late, JJe forlwds her to walk, except 
upon his arm. And the const*(|Ufnee of his ill trcatmimt is, 
that Mrs. Cammysole ind Mrs Biagg n'spect him lu'yoiid 
measure, and think him the first ol human iK'ings. 

"I never knew* a woman who was lOMsiantly bullied by 
her husband w'hodid not like him the lx*it«*i fur ii,” Miss j 
riapperclaw* say^s. And though this s|x*t*cJ) has some or 
Clapp’s usual sardonic humour in it, I can’t but think there 
is some truth m the remark. 



LEVANT HOUSE CHAMBERS. 

MR. RUMBOLD, A.R.A., AND MISS RtJMBOLD. 

When Lord quitted the countiy and this neighbour 

hood, in which the tradesmen still deplore him. No. ^6, 
known as Ix'vantme House, was let to the "Pococurante 
Club," which was speedily bankrupt (for we are too far from 
the centre of town to support a club of our own); it was 
subserflcntly hired by the West Diddlescx Railroad ; and is 
now divided into sets of chambers, superintended by ao 
acrimonious housekeeper, and by a porter in a sham livery: 
whom, if you don’t find him at the door, you may as well 
seek at the "Grapfjs" public-house, in the little lane roitiid 
the corner. ‘ He varnishes the japan-tioots of the dandy 
lodgers; reads Mr. Pinkney's Morning Post before h6 lets 
6 him have it; and neglects the letters of the inmates of the 
'chambers generally. 

The groat rooms, which were occupied as the salons of 
the noble Levant, the coffee-rooms of the " Pococurante 
I a club where the play wjis furious, as 1 am told), and the 
l»oarcl-room and manager’s-rodm of the West Diddlesex^ AR? 
tenanted now by a couple of artists: young Pinkney tlte 
miniaturist, and George Rumbold the historical paintar^ 
Miss Rurnhold, his sister, lives with him, by the way; but 
with that young lady of course we have nothing to do'. 

I knew both these gentlemen at Rome, whesre George 
wore a velvet doublet and a beard down to his chest, a»d 
used to talk about high art at the " CafR? Greco.’* How 5t 
smelled of sraokif, that velveteen doublet of his, with which 
his string)^ red beard w'as likewise ocrhitned 1 It was fn hiS 
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Rtudia that I had the honour to be introduced to hts sister, 
the fair Miss Clara: she had a larji'e casque with a red 
horse-hair plurae (I thought it had been a wisp of her 
brother's beard at first), and held a tin-hcadcxi spear in her 
band, representing a Roman warrior in the great picture of 
“ Caractacub " George was painting —a piece sixty-four feet 
by eighteen. The Roman warrior blushed to be discovered in 
that attitude: the tin-hcaded sp<*ar trembled in the whitest 
arm in the world. So she put it down, and taking off the 
helmet also, went anil'sat m a far Lorncr of the studio, 
mendtng George’s stockings, whilst wc smoked a couple 
of pipes, and talked aboill Raphael l>eing a good deal 
overrated. 

I think he is ; and have ncvei disguised my oj^inion alxiut 
the Transfiguration." And ail the tnno^W'C tallH'd, there 
were Clara's eyes looking Iik i<Jl> out from the dark cornet 
m wh'ch she was sitting, woikmg .iway .it the stockings. 
ITic lucky fellow'! They wt'rt- m a theadful state of bad 
repair when she e:\mc out to nim at Rome, after the death 
of their father, the Reverend Miles RumUdd. 

George, while at Rome, piintcfl " t aracUicus; ’’ a picture 
of " Non Angh sod Angeh " of couise • a picture of " Alfred 
in the Neatherd’s Cottage," se\cni)-two fift by forty-eight— 
(an idea of the gigantic sire and MKhai'l-Angelesquc pro- 
jwtionsof this picture ma> Ijo foimed, when 1 state that the 
mtYC muffin, of winch the outcast King is spoiling die 
baking, is two feet thrt'c m diariiet<*r), ami the deaths of 
Socrates, of Remus, and of the Christians under Nero 
resi^cclively, I shall never forget liow lowly Cinra looked 
m white muslin, w'idi bci hair down, tn this latter picture, 
giving herself ap to a ferocious ( armfcK (for which B'lt 
Gaunter the architect sa^, arul refusing to listen to the mild 
suggestions of an insmaiting f'lamen . which character was 
a gross caricature of myself. 

None of George's pictures sold. He has enough to 
tapestry Trafalgar Square. He has painted, since he canie^ 
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back to England, “ The Flaying of Marsyas/’ ** The Smother¬ 
ing of the Little Boys in the Tow<»r,” “A Plague Scene 
during the Great Pestilence,” *' Ugolinootithe Seventh I^y 
after he was deprived of Victuals,” &c. For although these 
pictures have great merit, and the \^rithings of Marsyas, the 
convulsions of the little Princes, the look of agony of St« 
T,awrence on tlio gridiron, &c., are quite true to nature, yet 
the subjects somehow are not agreeable; and if he hadn’t 
a small patnniony, my friend George would starve. 

Fondness for art leads me a great deal to his studio. 
George is a gentleman, and has very good friends, and good 
pluck too. When wc were at Rbme, there was a great row 
Ixjtwcen him and joung Hcfltap, Lord Boxmoor's son, who 
W. 1 S uncivil to Miss Ruiiibold , {the young scoundrel—had 1 
lx‘en a fig'.iting man, 1 should like to have shot him myself 1). 
Lady Hetty liulbul is very fond of Clara; and Tom Bulbul, 
who took George's message to Heeltap, is always hanging 
about the studio. At least I know that I hnd the young 
jackanapes there almost evciy day, bringing a new novel, or 
some fXJisonous French poetry, or a basket of dowers, or 
grapes, with L«i(iy Hetty's lo\e to her dear Clara—ii young 
rascal with w hite kids, and his h.ui curled every rooming. 
■\ATiat business has he to be dangling about George Rum- 
bold's premises, and sticking up his ugly pug-facc as a model 
for all George’s pictures? 

Miss Clapperclaw says Hulbul is evidently sroittra, and 
Clara too. Wliat! would she put up with such a little 
fnbble as that, when there is a man of intellect and taste 
who—but 1 won't believe it. It is all the jealousy of women. 
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SOME OF THE SERVANTS IN OUR 

STREET. 

TiiESE gentlemen hci\c two clubs in our quarter—foi the 
butlers at the " Indiaman/’ and foi the gents in livery at 
the '‘Pockbngton Arms,' —of eith*’r of which sock ties I 
should like to be a menilici I am sure the> could not l»e so 
dull as our dub at the * Poluphloislx^io where one meets 
the same neat, clean, re^-pi'ciable old fogies overy^Aj 

But With the best wishes, it is wupossiblt for the prc5!K*nf* 
wrlttT to join either the '‘Plate Club or the "Uniform 
Oub" (as these aie designitul), for one could not 

shake liands with i fnind wno wa-. standing lichmd your 
chair, or nod a How d je do^ to the butU i who was punning 
you out a glass of wine , - so that what I know alx>ut the 
gents m our neighlKiurhocxl is from mcri cvisual obsersation. 
For instance, 1 have a slight acquaintance with (i) Thomas 
Spfmn, who conimonlv wears the alxive air of injured 
innocence, and is groom to Mr joseph Girc^n of Our Strc'ct. 
"7 tell why the brougham 'oss is out of condition, and wliv 
X!}espcration broke out all in a lather • 'Osses wdl, Ihcs 'cav^ 
weather; and Desperation was alwajs th< most niystest boss 
I ever see.—/uke him out wiUi Mr Andersens 'ounds- 
Tin above it 1 allis was too tmnd to nde to ounds by 
natur, and Colonel Spngs’s groom as says he saw rne, is a 
liar,” &c. 

Such IS the tenor of Mr .Spavin's remarks to his master. 
Whereas all the world in Our Street knows that Mr. Spavin 
spends at least a hundred a year m beer , that he keeps a 
betting-book; that be has lent Mr. Green's black brougham 
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horse to the omnibus driver; and at 'a timevhen Mr* O* 
supposed him at the veterinary surgeon's, has lent him. to a 
livery stable, which has let him out to that gentleman him-* 
self, and actually driven him to dinner behind his own horse. 

This conduct I can understand, but 1 cannot excuse^Mr. 
Spavin may; and I leave the matter to be settled betwixt 
himself and Mr. Green, 

The second is Monsieur SinUid, Mr, Clarence Bulburs 
man, whom we all hate Clarence for ko^ping. 

Mr. .Sinbad is a foreigner, speaking no known language, 
but a mixture of every Kurojxjan dialect—so that he may be 
an Italian brigand, or a Tyrolese minstrel, or a Spanish 
smuggler, for what we know. I have heard say that he is 
neither of these, but an Irish Jew. 

He weaA’studs,,hair oil, jewellery, and linen shirt-fronts, 
very finely embroidered, but not particular for whiteness. 
He generally appears in foded velvet waistcoats of a 
morning, and is always perfumed with stale tobacco. He 
w-ears large rings on his hands, which look as if he kept 
them up the chimney. 

He docs not appear to do anything earthly for Clarence 
Rutbul, c.\cept to smoke his cigars, and to practise on hts 
guitar. He wilt not answer a IkII. nor fetch a glass of 
water, nor go of an errand; on which, au resfe, Clarence 
dares not send him, Ixung entirely nfraid of his servUnt, and 
not daring to use him, or to abuse him, or to send him away. 

3 . Adams—Mr, Champignon’s man— a. good old man in 
an old livery coat with old worsted lace—so very old, deaf, 
surly, and faithful, that you wonder how' he should have got 
into the family at all; who never kept a footmah till lust 
year, when they came into the street. 

Miss Clapperclaw says she believes Adams to be Mrs, 
Champignon's father, and he certainly has a look of that 
lady; as Miss C. pointed out to rae at dinner one night, 
whilst old Adams was blundering about amongst the hhred 
i^>en from Gunter's, and falling over the silver dishes. 
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4 . PippB, the buttoniest page in all the street: walks 
bdhond Mrs. Grimsby with her prayer^book« and protects 
her. ’ 

** If that woman wants a protector (a female acquaintance 
remarks), *'Heaven be good to us! She is as big &s an 
ogr^, and has an upper lip which many a comet of the 
Lifeguards might envy. Her poor dear husband was a big 
man, and she could beat him easily; and did too. Mrs. 
Grimsby indeed! Why, my dear Mr. Titniarsh, it is Glum- 
dalca walking with Tom Thumb." 

This observation of Miss C.'s is very true, and Mrs. 
Grimsliy might carry her prayer-book to church hersejf. 
But Miss Clapperclaw, who is pretty w'cll able to take care 
of herself too, was glad enough to have the protection of 
the page when she went out in the fly to payivisits, and 
before Mrs. Grimsby and she quarrelle(/at whist at I-ady " 
Fockhngton's. 

After this merely parenthetic observation, we come to 5 , 
oAe of her ladyship's large men, Mr. Jeaincs—a gentleman 
of vast stature and proportions, who is almost nose to nose 
with us as we pass her ladyship’s door on the outside of the 
omnibus. I think jeames has a contempt for a man whom 
he witnesses in that position. 1 have fancied something like 
that feeling showed itself (as far as it may in a well-bred 
gentleman accustomed to society) in his behaviour, while 
waiting behind my chair at dinner. ^ 

But 1 take Jeames to be, like most giants, good*naturcd, 
lazy, stupid, soft-hearted, and extremely fond of driidc. One 
night, bis lady being engaged to dinner at Nightingale 
I saw Mr. Jeames resting himself on a bench at the 
‘•Pocklipgtoii Armswhere, as he had no liquor before 
he had probably exhausted his credit. 

Little Spitfire, Mr. Clarence Bulbul's boy, the wickedest 
Httlc varlel that ever hung on to a cab, was '^chaffing" 
Mr. Jaimes, bolding up to his face a pot of porter almost 
liil big as the young potifer himself. 
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" Vill you now, Big’un, or von't you?*' Spitfire said, If 
you're thirsty, vy don’t you say so and squenoh it, old boy ?” 

‘‘Don't ago on making fun of me-—I can’t a>l>ear chafiin', *’ 
was the reply of Mr. Jeames, and tears actually stood In his 
fine eyes as he looked at the porter and the screeching little 
imp before him. 

Spitfire (real name unknown) gave him some of the drink: 
I am happy to say jeames’s face wore quite a different look 
when it rose gasping out of the porter ; and I judge of his 
dispositions from the above trivial incident 

'Fliolast l)oy in the sket(.h, 6, need scarcely be particulariscfl. 
Doclor's boy; was a charity-boy ; strqxis evidently added on 
to a pair of the t>octor‘s clothes of last year—Miss Clapper¬ 
claw jx>intcd this out to mo with a giggle. Nothing escapes 
that old vrbman. 

As we were w.rlking in Kensington Gardens, she pointed 
me out Mrs. Ilragg's nurscry-iiuucl. who sings so loud at 
church, engaged with a I .ifeguardsman, whom she was 
trying to convert probably. My virtuous friend rose indig¬ 
nant at the sight. 

" That’s why these min.vcs like Kensington Gardens,” she 
cned. “ Look at the woman : .she leaves the baby on the 
grass, for the giant to uample upon ; and that little wretch 
of a Hastings Bnigg is riding on the monster’s cane.” 

M iss C. flew' up and seized the infant, walking it out of its 
.sleep, and causing all the Gardens to echo with its scjualling. 
"Vll teach you to tie imp>adent to me,” she said to the 
nursery-maid, with whom my vivacious old friend, I suppose, 
lia.s had a di(Terence; and she w'ould not release Uic infant 
until she had nmg the t>cll of Bungalow Lodge, where she 
gave it up to the footman. 

The giant in .scarlet had slunk down towards Knights- 
bridge meanwhile. The big rogues arc nlwuys crossing the 
Park and the Gardens, and hankering alxjut Our Street 
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WHAT SOMETIMES HAPPENS IN 
OUR STREET. 


It was before old Hunkington's house that tlie mutes were 
Standing, as 1 passed and saw this gioup at the door. The 
cliarity-boy with the hoop is the son of the jolly-looking 
mute; he admires his father, who adniirgs himself too, in 
those bran-new sables, The other infants arc tlic spawn 
of the alleys alwut Our Street. Only the parso#and thfc 
typhus fever visit those niysterious haunts, which lie crouche#' 
almt our splendid houses like Lazarus at the threshold of 
Dives. 

Those little ones came crawling abroad in the sunshine, to 
the annoyance of tlie iSeadles, and the horror of a number 
of good iK'Ople in the street. They will bring up the rear of 
the procession anon, when the grand omnibus with the 
feathers, and the fine coaches with the long-tailed black 
horses, and the gentlemen’s priv.ite carriages with the 
shutters up, pass along to Saint Walrhcofs, 

You can hear the slow bell tolling clear in the sunshine 
already, mingling with the crowing of “ Punch," who is 
passing down the street with his show; and the two musics 
make a queer medley. 

Not near so many people, I remark, engage “ Punch” 
now as in the good old times. 1 suppose our quarter is 
growing too genteel for him. 

Miss Brkiget Jones, a poor curatc'.s daughter in Wales, 
comes into all Himkington's property, and will take his 
name, as I am told. Nobody ever heard of her before. I 
am'sure Captain Hunkington, and his brother Bamwer^ 
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llankington, must -wish that the lucky youn^ lady had never 
been heard of to the present day. 

But they will have the consolation of thinking that th<^ 
did their duty by their uncle, and consoled bis dedining 
years. It was but last month that Millwood Hunkington 
(the Captain) sent the old gentleman a service of plate; and 
Mrs Barnwell got a reclining carnage at a great eirpensc 
from Hobbs and Dobbs s, in which the old gentleman went 
out only once 

"It IS a punishment on those Hunkingtons^*' Miss Clap¬ 
perclaw reniai ks ‘ ‘ upon those people who have been always 
living beyond their little meomes, and always speculating 
upon what the o4d rn.in would le.ivc them, and always 
coaxing him with presents which thiy could not afford, and 
he did ncibwant ^It is a punishment upon those Hunking- 
ions to be so disappointed " 

" 7’htnk of giving him plate," Miss C justly says, "who 
had chestsfull ; and sending him a carriage, who could 
afford to buy all Long Acre And ^yorythmg goes to Miss 
Jones Hunkington 1 wonder will she give the things 
back?" Miss C lapporclaw asks " 1 wouldn’t." 

And indeed 1 don't think Miss C lapperclaw would. 



SOMEBODY WHOM NOBODY KNOWS. 


That pretty little house, the last in Pocklington Square, 
was lately occupied by a young widow lady who wore a pink 
bonnet, a short silk dross, sustained by a crinoline, and a 
light blue mantle, or over-jacket (Miss C Js not here to tell 
mo the name of the garment); or else a black velvet pelisse, 
a yellow shawl, and a white bonnet; or else—iait never 
mind the dress, which seemed to be of the handsomest sor 4 i> 
money could buy—and who had very long glossy black 
ringlets, and a peculiarly brilliant complexion,—No. 96 
I'ocklington Square, I say, was lately ocaipicd by a w-idow 
lady named Mrs. Stafford Molyneux, 

The very first day on which an intimate and valued female 
friend of mine saw Mrs. Stafford Molyneux stepping into a 
brougham, with a splendid bay horse, and without a footman 
(mark, if you please, that delicate sign of respectability), 
and after a moment's examindtion of Mrs, S. M.’s toilette, 
her manners, little dog, carnation-coloured parasol, &c., 
Miss Elizabeth Clapperclaw clapped to the opera-glass with 
which she had been regarding the new inhabitant of Our 
Street, came away from the window in a great flurry, and 
l^an poking her Are in a At of virtuous indignation. 

“She's very pretty," said I, who had been looking over 
Miss C.'s shoulder at the widow with the flashing eyes and 
drooping ringlets. \ 

“Hold your tongue, sir," said Miss Clapperclaw, tossing 
Up her virgin head with an indignant blush on her nose. 
“ h*% a sin and a shame that such a creature should be riding 
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in her carriage, forsootli, when honest people must go on 
focjt." 

Subsequent observations confirmed my revered fellow- 
lodger's anger and opinion. Wc have watched Hansom 
cabs standing before that lady’s house for hours; W'e have 
seen broughams, with great flaring eyes, keeping watch 
there in the darknt'ss; we have seen the vans from the 
comestible shops diivc up and discharge loads of wines, 
groceries, l''rench plums, and other articles of luxurious 
horror. We hai’e .seen Count Wowski's drag, Lord Martin¬ 
gale’s carriage, Mr, Deuce.ace’s cab drive ijp there lime after 
time; and (having remarkcxl previoasly the pastrycook's 
men arrive with the trays and wc have known that 

this widow was giving dinners at the little house in Pock- 
lington ^juare—dinners such ns decent people could not 
hope to enjoy. 

My excellent friend has Ixvn in a perfect furj' when Afrs. 
Stafford Molyneux, in .1 black velvet riding-habit, wUh a hat 
and feather, has come out and mounted an odious grey 
horse, and has cantered down the street, followed by her 
groom ujx)n a bay. 

" It w'on’t last long—it must end in shame and humiliation," 
my dear Miss C*. has remarked, disappointed that the tiles 
and chitnncy-ix>ts did not fall down upon Mrs. Stafford 
Molyneux’s head, and emsh that cantering audacious woman. 

Hut it was a con.solation to see her when she walked out 
with a French maid, a cou])le of children, and a little dog 
hanging on to her by a V>liic riblx)n. She always held down 
her head then—her head with the drooping black ringlets. 
The virtuous and well-disposed avoided her. I have Seen 
the Skiuare-kt'eiier himself look puzzled as she passed; and 
Lady Kicklebury, walking by with Mias K., her daughter, 
turn away from Mrs. Stafford Molyneux, and fling back at 
her a ruthless Parthian glance that ought to have killed any 
w'^an of decent sensibility. 

That wretched woman, meanwhile, with her rouged dieeks 
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(fni j'ouge it is. Miss Clapperclaw swears, and who is a 
Ix'tter judge?) has w^alked on conscious, and yet somehow 
ing out the Street. You could read pride of her beauty, 
pride i.f her fine clothes, shame of her {K^sition, in her 
downc.ast Mack eyes. 

'\s fur M.ademoisellc TraTnfxilinc, her Trench maid, she 
wr.ald stare the sun itself out of counten.ance. One day she 
u]) her head as she passed under our windows with a 
■uck of scorn th.al drove Miss Clapjicrclaw back to the fire- 

ct again. 

It vas ATii;. Stafford Molynciix’s cliildron, however, whom 
i pitied the most. Once her boy, m a flaring tartan, went 
up to speak to Master Roderick Lacy, wl^osc maid was 
engaged ogling a policeman , and tlie children were going 
U make filends, being united with a htxip which Waster 
Molyneux had, when Master Roderick’s maid, rushing up, 
clutched her charge to her arms, and hurried away, leaving 
I'ttl'* Molyneux sad and wondering. 

"Why won't he play with me, mamma?” Mitster Moly- 
r MK a.sked—and his mother's face blushed purjilc as she 
walxcd away. 

“Ah—Heaven help u.s and forgive us!” said I; but 
Miss C. can never forgive the mother or child; and she 
lapl^ed her hands for joy one day when we saw' the shutters 
up. bills in the window's, a cariiel hanging out over the 
b.’LCony, and a crowd of shabby Jews about the steps— 
r ,vmg token that the reign of Mrs. Stafford Molyneux was 
over. The pastrycooks and their trays, the bay and the 
grey, the brougham and the groom, the noblemen and tfieir 
cabs, were all gone; and the tradesmen in the neighbour¬ 
hood were crying out that they were done. 

“Serve the odious minx right!” says Miss C. ; and she 
played at piquet that night with more vigour than 1 have 
known her manifest for these last ten years. 

What is it that makes certain old ladies so savage upon 

certain subjects? Miss C. is a good woman: pays her rent 

VOL. I, E 
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nntl hrr fmdc';m''n ; pivcs plenty to the poor; Ls brisk with 
h'*r tonpic—kind-lioartcd in l!ic main ; but if Mrs. Stafford 
.Vfolyneuv and her children were plunged into a cauldrfn 
of boiling vinegar, I think my revered friend would not lake 
thorn out. 



THE MAN IN POSSESSION, 


For anothrr misfortune which occurred in Our Street we 
were much more c()mp.i>'^ionate We liked Danby Dixon, 
and Ins wife Fanny Dixon still more, Miss had a paper 
of biscuits and a box of preserved ai^ricois always m the 
cupboard, ready for Dixon’s ehildren— pun isions, by the 
way, which she locked up undri Mrs. ('nifimysole'.s nose, 
so that our landlady could by no [Kjssibihty lay j^hand 
on them. * 

Dixon and his wife had the neatest little linuso possilile, 
(No, i6, opj)Ositc 96), and were hkerl and lespirted by the 
whole Street. lie was called l^andy Dixon when he was 
in the Dragoons, and w'as a hglit w’cighl, .md rather famous 
as a gentleman rider. On his inaniagc, he sold out and 
got fat: and w^as indeed a florul, contented, and jovial 
gentleman. 

His little wife w^as charming- to see lier in pink with some 
miniature Dixons, in pink too, round ;dymt her, or in that 
Inxiutifiil grey dress, with the decii black lace llounccs, which 
she wore at my Ixird C’ornandine's on the night of the 
private theatricals, would have done any man gootl. 
liear her sing any of my little ballads, “ Knowesl 'Fhou 
the Willow-tree?" for instance, or "The Rose Ufjon my 
Ralcony," or "The Humming of the Honey-lx’e" (far 
superior in my judgment, .ind in that of snfftr jifood Judges 
likewise, to that humbug Clarence Bulbul’s ballads),—to 
h<xir her, I say, sing these, w'as to Ijc in a sort of small 
Elysium. Dear dear little Fanny Dixon ! she was like a 
little chirping bird of Paradise. It was a shame that storms 
should ever ruffle such a tender plumage. 
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Well, never niincl about sentiment. Danby Dixon, the 
owner of this littK' treasure, an ex-captain of Dragoons, and 
having nothing to do, and a small jncome, wisely thought 
he would employ his spare time, and increase his revenue. 
Tic Ixaame a director of the Comoro Life Insurance Com¬ 
pany, of the Trcgulpho tin-mines, and of four or five 
railroad companies. It was amusing to see him swaggering 
about the City in his (’linking Ixmts, and with his high and 
mighty dragoon rnaniuTs. I'or a time his talk about shares 
aft(T dinner was perfectly intolerable; and I for one was 
always glatl to leave him in the company of sundry very 
dubious capitalists wlio fretjutmted his house, and walk up 
to hi'ar Mrs. l;'.iniiy warbling at the piano with her little 
children about her knee.s. 

It \r s only last season that thi'y set up a carriage—the 
nioclestest little vehicle conceivable—driven by Kirby, who 
Itad been in Dixon's troop in the regiment, and had followed 
him into private life as coachman, footman, and ^xige. 

One day lately I went into DixoiVs house, hearing that 
sonic calamities bad befallen him, the particulars of which 
Miss Clapperclaw was desirous to know. The creditors of 
the Trcgulpho Mjnc.s had got a verdict against him as one 
of the directors of that company ; the engineer of the Little 
Diddlescx Junction had sued him for two thousand three 
hundred pounds—the charges of that scientific man for six 
weeks’ labour in sun.’eying the line. His brother directors 
were to be discovered nowhere: Windham, Dodgin, Mizz- 
lington, and the rest, wca’ all gone long ago. 

AATien 1 entered, the dooi was open: there was a smell 
of smoke in the dining-room, ivhere a gentleman at noonday 
W'as seated with a pipe and a pot of beer: a man in posses¬ 
sion indeed, in that comfortable pniity parlour, by that snug 
round table where 1 have so often seen Fanny Dixon’s 
smiling face. 

Kirby, the ex-dragoon, was scowling at the fellow, who 
lay upon a little settee reading the newspaper, with an evident 
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desire to kill hun. Mrs. Kirby, his wife, held little Danby, 
poor Dixon's son and heir. Dixon’s iKirtrait smiled ov<*r the 
feidctioaid .still, and his wife was upstairs in an agony of fear, 
with the poor little daughters of thl^ bankrupt broken family 
This poor soul had actually come down and paid a viMt 
to the man m possession. She had sent wine aiul dinner to 
“ the gentleman downstairs," us she called him in hci terror. 
SIic had tried to move his heart, by reiircscntuig to him how 
innocent t^'riptain Dixon was, and how he h.id always jiaid, 
and always remained at iKune when evi. rybody else had fled. 
As if her tears and simple tale^ and entreaties could move 
that man in possession out of llie liousc, or induce him to 
pay the costs of the action which her husliai^l had lost. 

Danby meanwhile was at lloulogrie, siekeiiing after bis 
wife and children. They sffld ever\ tiling his 
his smart furniture and neat little stork of {)late , his warj^-^ 
n»l>e and his linen, “the property of a gt raleman gone 
abroad ; " his c.irn.ige by tlie best inaki-i ; and his wine 
seleete'l without legard to ''vp. ri ■. llis house w'as sliut up 
as comjileiely as his (»pposite neighbour's , and a mav tenant 
is just having it fresh painted inside .uid out, as if [Kt(>r 
Dixon had left an iiiff.ction behind. 

Kirby and his wife went .icross the water with tlie children 
anil Mrs, l anny - she has a small settlement ; anil 1 am 
lK>und to say that our mutual friend Miss Icli/abeth C. went 
dow'ti with Mrs. Dixon in the fly to the Tow'ct Stairs, and 
slopped in T,..<jmbard Slicet by the way. 

So it is that the w'orld wags. that houesl men and knaves 
alike are always having ups ami downs of fortune, and that 
w'c arc perijcttully changing tenants in Our Street. 



THE LION OF THE STREET, 


WiiAT peoplo Cvin find in C’lan'na' Pmlbul, who has lately 
takt'n upon hinistdf the rank and dn;nity of Lion of Our 
Street, I have always be<‘n at n loss to conjecture. 

‘‘He has written an Eastern lK)ok of considerable merit," 
Miss Clapfwrclaw snys; but hang it, hits not everylx)dy 
written an Kas/ern Ixxik ? I should like to meet anybody in 
sr „n now who has not l)ccn up to the second cataract. 
An Eastern book forsooth ! my Lord Castleroyal has done 
one — an honest on<‘; iny Lord Youngent another — an 
amusing one; rny Ix)rd Wocilsey another—a pious one; 
iheie is "The Cutlet and the Cabob"—a sentimental one; 
*'TimbuctiXJlhen a humorous one, all ludicrously over¬ 
rated, in my opinion , not including my own little lx)ok, of 
which a copy or two is still to Ix’ had, by the way- 

Well, then, Clarence Bulbul, Ix^cause he has made part of 
th<' little tour that all of us know, comes back and gives 
himself ails, forsooth, and howls as if he were just out of 
die great Libyan desert. 

When we go and see him, that Irish Jew courier, whom I 
have before had the honour to descrilx', looks up from the 
novel which he is reading in the ante-room, and savs, Mon 
inattre cst au divan," or, " Monsieur trouvera Monsieur 
dans son s< 5 i-ail," and relapses into the Comte de Montecristo 
again. 

Yes, the impudent w'rctcb has actually a room in his apart¬ 
ments on the ground-floor of his mother's house, which he 
calls his harem. When Lady Betty Bulbul (they are of the 
Nightingale family) or Miss Blanche comes down to visit 
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him, their slippers are placed at the door, and he receives 
them on an oUoman, and these infatuated women will 
actually light his pi[)e for him. 

Little Spitfire, the groom, hangs about the drawing-room, 
outside the harem forsooth I so that he may be ready when 
Clarence Bulbul claps hands for him to bring tlie pipes and 
coffee. 

He has coffee and pipes for everybody. I should like you 
to have sc'cn the face of old Ro\\ly, his college-tutor, called 
ui>oii to Ml cross-legged on a divan, a little cup of bitter 
black Mocha put into his hand, and a large amber-muzzled 
pjpc stuck into his mouth by Spitfire, l>efore he could so 
much as say it was a fine day. Lowly almost^thonght lie 
had cornpromibed Ins j>riiK'iples by consenting so far to Ihis^ 
Turkish manner. • '..Sl \ 

Bulbul's dinners are, 1 own, very good; his pilaffs and’'''^^ 
curries excellent. He tried to make us eat rice with our 
fingers, it is true ; but he bcalded his own hands in the busi¬ 
ness, and invariably lu*dizened his *iiiirt; so he lias left off 
the Turkish jiractice, for dinner at least, and uses a foik like 
a Christian. 

But it IS m society that he is most remarkable ; and here 
he would, I own, be odious, but he becomes delightful, 
bt'cause all the men hate him so. A perfect chorus of abus(‘ is 
raised round about him. “ Confounded impostor,*' says one ; 
"Impudent jackass," says another; "Miserable puppy,'* 
cries a third; "Id like to wring his neck," says Bruff, 
scowling over his shoulder at him. Clarence meanwhile 
nods, winks, smiles, and patronises them all with the easiest 
good-humour. He is a fellow who would poke an arch¬ 
bishop in the apron, or clap a duke on the shoulder, as 
coolly as he would address you and me. 

1 saw him the other night at Mrs. Bumpsher’s grand let 
off. He flung himself down cross-legged upon a pink satin 
sofa, so that you could see Mrs. Bumpshcr quiver with rage 
in the distance, Bruff growl with fury from the further room, 
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and Miss Pim, on whose frock Bulbul's feet rested, look up 
likt: a lin»id fawn. 

"Ian me, Miss Pim,” said he of the cushion. "You 
look like a perfect Peri to-niglit. You remind me of a girl I 
once knew m Circassia—Aniecna, the sister of Schamyl Bey. 
iJo you know. Miss Pim, that you would fetch twenty 
thousand piastres in the market at Constantinople?” 

" Law, Mr. Bulbul ! ” is all Miss Pim can ejaculate ; and 
having talked over Miss Puii, Clarence goes off to another 
hour I, whom he fascinates in a similar manner. He charmed 
Mth W'addy by telling her that she was the exact figure of 
the l‘.isha of Kgypt's second wife. lie gave Mi.ss Tokcly a 
jiK'ei- of th^ sack in which Zuleika was drowned ; and he 
Tactually persuaded that poor little silly Miss Vain to turn 
^ l^ioiuctai*, and sent her up to the Turkish Ambassador’s 
•lO look out for a mufti. 











THE DOVE OF OUR STREET. 


Ik nulbul IS our Lion, Young Oriel mny be desciilx^d ns 
The T>ove of our colony. He is almost ns great ;i [inshn 
among the Indies ras Uulbul. They crowd in Hocks to .see 
him at Sami Waliheof's, wliere the immense height of his 
forehead, the rigid jisceticisni of his surplice, the twang with 
which he intones the service, and the naniby-paniby rnysti- 
cism of hiS''^crmons, biivc turned all tht tle.ir girls' ^or 

sex'^t* time past. While w'e wore leiviiig atrubber aM'fl ^ 
Cli^jntry's, whose daughters aie follow mg the new nlof^o^»i 
heard the following talk (whicli made me revoke by tbew'ay) 
go.j'ii!j!j on, ill vvb.it was lunnerly called iJie )oung ladeV room, 
Mt lb now styled the Orator) — 

THE ORATORY. 

Miss Chauntrv. Miss 1s\rfl Chal'.ntry. 

Miss De l’Aisle. Miss Pyx. 

Rev. L. Oriel. 

Rkv. 0. Sloci'M-—(/V/ lJu' further room). 

Miss Chauniry {sighinf). Is it w'rong to Ini in the Guards, 
dear Mr. Oriel ? 

Miss Pyx. She will make Frank dc Boots sell out w hen he 
marries. 

Mr. Oriel. To be in the Guards, dear sister? The Churcl 
has alw'ays encourag<'d the army. Saint Martin of 'Ibiirs 
was in the anny; Saint Louis was in the army: Saint 
Waltheof, our patron. Saint Witikind of Aldermanbury, 
Saint Wamba, and Saint Walloff were in the army. Saint 
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Wapshotwas captain of the guard of Queen Boadicea; and 
Saint Werewolf was a major in the Danish cavalry. The 
holy Saint Ignatius of I>oyola carried a pike, as we know ; 
and- 

Misi De f Aisle. Will you take some lea, dear Mr. Oriel? 

Oriel. This is not one of my feast days, Sister Emma. 
It is the feast of Saint W'agstaff of Walthamstow. 

Tlw Youfig Ladies. And we must not even take tea ? 

Oriel. Dear sisters, I said not so. Vuu may do as you 
list: but I am strong (zid/A a heart-}roken si^h) ; don’t ply 
rne {he rceh). I lixik a littli' water and a parched pea after 
matins. To-morrow is a flesh day, and—and I shall be 
Ijcttcr then. 

O* Slocum {from zuithin'). Madam, T take your heart 
jj-n ‘'niall Ijfump. 

ltd. Yes, belter! dear sister; it is only a passing—a— 
weakness. 

Miss /. Chiiunfry. He's dying of fever. 

Miss Chauntry. I'm so glad De Ikiols need not leave the 
1 Uues. 

Mi^s Pyx. He wears sackcloth and cinders inside liis 
w.iistcoal. 

Ml r? De /’Aisle. He's told me to-night he's going to—to 
—ko-o-onu'. {Miss De tAisle bursts into tears. 

Pro. O. Slocum. My lord, I have the highest club, which 
gives the trick and tv\o by honours. 

Thus, you see, wo have a variety of clergymen in Our 
Street. Mr. Oriel is of the Pointed Gothic school, while old 
Slocum is of the go<xl old tawny port-wine .school; and it 
must lx: confessed that Mr. Gronow, at Ebcncaer, has a 
liearly abhorrence for lx3th. 

As for Gronow, I pity him if his future lot should fall 
where Mr. Oriel supposes that it will. 

.\nd as for Oriel, he has not even the benefit of purgatory, 
which he would accord to his neighbour Ebenezer; w'bile 
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old Slocum pronounces both to I)e n couple of humbugs, 
and Mr. Mole, the demure Utile beetle-browed chaplain of 
the little church of Avemary Lane, keeps his sly eyes dow n 
to the ground when he passes any one of his black-coated 
brethren. 


There is only one point on which my friends seem agreed. 
Slocum likes port, but whomever heard that he neglected his 
poor? Gronow, if he comininates his ncighlxjur’.s congre¬ 
gation, is the affectionate father of his own. Onel, if he 
loves Pointed Gothic and parched [Mias for breakfast, has 
a prodigious soup-kitchen for his poor; and as for little 
Father Mole, who never lifts his eyes from the ground, ask 


our doctor at what bedsides he finds hi-*<n, and bow he 
soothes fioverty, and braves misery and infection. 




THE BUMPS HERS. 

No. 6 Pocklington (iardens (the house with the quantity of 
flowers in the windows, and the awning over the entrance), 
Cj<‘0]ge Huinpsher, l.isquirc, M.P. fc.r llumborough (and the 
IHcanstalks, Kent). 

For some Unie after this gorgeous fatnily came into our 
quarter, T misia k a bald-lieaded stout person, whom I used 
lo>;^oc»king Inrough ilie flcjweis on the upper w indows, for 
^her hiin^l'lf, or foi tin- butler of the family; w’hercas 
no other than Mr^. liumpsher, w’lthout her chestnut 
wig, and who is at Ic'ast tliree times the size of her husband. 

'I’lio Pumpshers and the house of Mango at the Pineries 
vie togetliei in tbi-ir di’.sire to dominate over the neighbour¬ 
hood ; and each voli's tlte othei a \ailgar and purse-proud 
family. The fact is, both are City people. Punipshei, in 
Ins mercantile capacity, is a wholesale stationer in Thames 
Street; and his wife was daughter of an eminent bill-broking 
firm, not a liiousand miles from I.ombard Street. 

He does not sjKut a coronet and suppxjrters upon his 
T.ondon plate and carriages ; but his country house is em¬ 
blazoned all over with those heraldic dccor.ttions. He puts 
on an order when lie gotis abroad, and is Count Bumpsher 
of the Roman Stales—winch title he purchased from the late 
F^oix; (through Prince Polonia tlie banker} for a couple of 
ihou.sand scudi. 

It is as good as a coronation to see him and Mrs. 
Bumpsher go to Court. T wonder the carriage can hold 
them both. On those days Mrs. Bumpsher holds her own 
drawing-room before Her Majesty's ; and w*e are invited to 
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come and see her sitting in state, upon the largest sofa in 
her rooms. She has need of a stout one, 1 promise yoii. 
Her very feathers must weigh something considerable. The 
diamonds on her stomacher would embroider a full-sized 
carpet-bag. She has rubies, ribbons, cameos, emeralds, 
gold serpents, opals, and Valenciennes lace, as if she were 
an immense sample out of Howell and James’s shop. 

She took up with little Pinkney at Rome, where he made 
a charming picture of her, representing her as about eighteen, 
with a cherub in her lap, who has some likeness to Bryan- 
stone Bumpsher, her enor¬ 
mous vulgar son: now a 
cornet in the Blues, and any¬ 
thing but a cherub, as those 
would say who saw him in bis 
uniform jacket. 

I remember Pinkney when 
he was painting the picture, 

Bryanstone being then a 
youth in what they call a 
skeleton suit (as if such a 
pig of a child could ever 
have been dressed in any¬ 
thing resembling a skeleton) 

—I remember, I say, Mrs. B. 
sitting to Pinkney in a sort of Egcrian costume, her boy 
by her side, whose head the artist turned round, and directed 
it towards a piece of gingerbread, which he was to have at 
the end of the sitting. 

Pinkney, indeed, a painter!—a contemptible little humbug, 
and parasite of the great! He has painted Mrs. Bum]:>sher 
younger every year for these last ten years—and you see in 
the advertisements of all her parties his odious little name 
stuck in at the end of the list. I’m sure, for my part. I'd 
scorn to enter her doors, or be the toady of any woman. 





JOLLY NEWBOY, ESQ., M,P, 


Ilow diffcrrru it is with the Ncwboys, now, where I have an 
entree {having in<lcecl had the honour in Ijrmcr days to 
give lessons to both the ladies)—and where such a cjuack as 
Ihnkney would never be allow'od to enter I A merrier house 
the whole quarter cannot furnish. It is there you meet 
people of .ill ranks ar^J degrees, not only from our quarter, 
but froi|?*?^ rest ofi;,hc town. It is there that our great 
man, *kighl Honourable Loid (.'oinandinc, came up 
and sjX)ko to me in so encouraging a manner that I hope 
to Ik* invited to one of his Lordship’s excellent dmners (of 
w'lncii 1 shall not fail to give a very flattering description) 
before the sc*ison is over. It is there you find yourself 
talking to statesmen, jicels, and artists—not sham poets like 
lUilbul, or quack artists like that [hnkney—but to the best 


members of all society. It is there I made this sketch, while 
Miss C'hcstcrforlh w'as singing a deep-toned tragic ballad, 
and her mother scowling behind her. What a buzz and 
clack and chatter there was in the room to be sure ! When 


Miss Chesterforth sings, everybody l)egins to talk. Hicks 
and old I'ogy were on Ireland; Bass was roaring into old 
Bump’s ears (or into his horn rather) alxiut the Navigation 
l.aws; I was engaged talking to the charming Mrs. Short; 
while Charley Bonham (a mere prig, in whom I am surprist^l 
that the women can sec anything) was pouring out his 
fulsome rhapsodies in the cars of Diana WTiitc. Lovely 
lovely Diana White! were it not for three or four other 
engagements, I know a heart that would suit you to a T. 

Newboy’s I pronounce to be the jolliest house in the street. 
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He has only of late had a rush of prosperity, and turned 
Parliament man ; for his distant cousin, of the ancient house 

of Newboy of-shire, dying, Fred—then making Ijclicvc to 

practise at the Par, and living with the utmost modesty in 
Gray’s Inn Road—found himself master of a fortune, and a 
great house in the country ; of which getting tired, as in the 
course of nature he should, he came up to London, and look 
that fine mansion in our Gardens. He represents Mum* 
borough in Parliament, a scat which has been time out of 
mind occuincd by a Ncwlxiy. 

Though he docs not speak, being a great deal too rich, 
sensible, and lazy, he somehow occupies himself with read¬ 
ing blue-books, and indeed talks a great deal too much good 
sense of late over his dinner-table, where tlC^e is alwe’*s a 
cover for the present writer. * 

He falls asleep pretty a.ssiduously too after that mcaV 
practice which I can well [lardon in him—for, between our¬ 
selves, his wife, Maria Newboy, and his sister, Clarissa, are the 
loveliest and kindest of their sex, and I would rather hear their 
innocent prattle, and lively talk alxmt their neighlxiurs, than 
the best wisdom from the wisest man that ever wore a beard. 

Like a wise and good man, he leaves the question of his 
household entirely to the women. They like going to the 
play. They like going to Greenwich. They like coming 
to a party at Bachelor’s Hall. They arc up to all sorts of 
fun, in a word; in which taste the good-natured Newboy 
acquiesces, provided he is left to follow his own. 

It was only on the 17th of the month, that, having had the 
honour to dine at the house, when, after dinner, which took 
place at eight, we left Newboy to his bluc-lx>oks, and went 
upstairs and sang a little to the guitar afterwards—it was 
only on the 17th December, the night of Lady Sowerby’s 
party, that the following dialogue took place in the boudoir, 
whither Newboy, blue-books in hand, had ascended. 

He was curled up with his House of Commous boots on 
his wife’s arm-chair, reading his eternal blue-books, when 
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Mrs, N. entered from her apartment, dressed for the 
evening. 

Mr^. N. Frederick, won’t you come? 

Mr. N. Where? 

Mrs. N. 'To Lady Sowerby’s. 

Mr. JV. I’d lather to the Black Hole in Calcutta. 
Besides, this Sanitary Rei>ort is really the most interesting 
[//c begins io reaJ.^ 

Mrs. A’. {/>!,/ned). Well, Mr. Titinaish will go with us. 

A/r. A'. Will he? I wish him j(;y. 

At this juncture Muss Clarissa Now'U:)y enters in a pmk 
paletdl trimmed with swansdown^ looking like an angel— 
and we evclian^e glances of- what shall I sny?—of sympathy 
ot^^iJth j>;ut.s, ' nd coiisuiumate lajiture on mine. But this 
>^bv-play. ^ 

A”, Good-night, Fredenek. I think we .shall be late. 

Mr. jV. You won’t wake me, 1 dare say ; and you don't 
c\iK‘ct a pulihc man to sit up. 

A/rs. N. It’s not you, it’s the servants. Cocker sleeps 
very heavily. The maids ate best in bed, and are all ill 
with the intUienza. I say. Krcalenck dear, don't you think 
you had l>elter give me mjl’R CiiUBii Ki£Y ? 

This astonishing proposal, which violates every recognised 
law' of society-" this demand, which alters all the existing 
state of things -this fact of a woman asking for a door- 
key, struck me with a terror which I cannot descnlx:, and 
irnpressi'd me with the fact of the vast progress of Our Street. 
0 “he door-key ! What would our grandmothers, who dwelt 
in this place when it was a rustic suburb, think of its con¬ 
dition now', when hu'‘bamls slay at home, and wives go 
abroad with the latch-key ? 

I’lie evening at Lady Soweiby*s was the most delicious 
we have sjkmU for long long days. 

Thus it will be seen that everylKxiy of any consideration 
in Our Street takes a line. Mrs. Minimy (34) takes the 
^oma'opathic line, and has soir^s of doctors of that faith. 
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L;\dy Pocklington tnkos ihc cnpitalist lino ; and tho«5e stujiid 
and splendid dinners of hers are devfiiired by loan eontraetors 
and railroad princes. Mrs.'rnmmcr (38) comes out itrthe 
scientific line, and indulgfcs us in rational cvt'nings, where 
hislor)' IS the lightest subject adniiUed, and geology and the 
sanitary ooncltlion of the nielropolis form the general themes 
of conversation. Mrs, Brumby jilavs hnely on the bas.soon, 
and has evenings dedicated to Sebastian Bach, and enlivened 
with 1 landel. -\t Mrs. Maskel> n’s they are in.id for charades 
and theatricals. 

Thev performed last Chii''tma.s m a T'leiich piece, by 
Alc.xandrc Dum.as, I Ik^Iii'v*'--" La Dnehesse dc Monle- 
fi.isco," of wdiich I forget the plot, but even body was in love 
with everybody's else's wife, except iheheif), k^on Alon/o, who 
w’os nrdenily atiaclu'd to the l)iiclu“-s, wliofiiriied oiu to be 
his grandmother. The piece was translated by Lord Fiddle- 
faddle, Tom Bulbul being the Don Alon/o; and Mrs, 
kolan<l Calidore (v\]io never rnl^s^ an opiioriunity of acting 
in a piece m which she can . ’l down her hair) was the 
Duche.sS. 

70 . 

Yon know how w<.dl lu yon, nud yon wonder 

'I o Ace Alon/o sutler. t'unegimd.i 
A'^k if ihc t-hanuJis suflt-r wheii they fctl 
Blunged in their panting ^'idos ihe hitnier’s «;lpel? 

Dr wrmn ihc soaring heron or eagle poMid, 

Pierced bj my shaft, comes lunihling from the cloud, 

Ask if the royal birds no anguish know, 

'Fhe victims of Alon/o's twanging how? 

Then ask him if he sufft-is—him who dies, 

Pierced by the iwisoned glam r ih.ii glitters from your eyes! 

l//t* from tkt oj the 

Tiir Di ruESs. 

Alonzo loves— /\ 1 on 70 loves ! and whom 

His grandmother ! Oh, hide me, grat.ious (omh! 

\Ilcr (irare faints away. 

Such acting as Tom Bulbul’s I never saw. Tom lisps 
atrociously, and uttered the p.ns.sagc, "You athk me if 1 
thuffer " in the most absurd way. Miss Clapperclaw says 
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be acted pretty well, and that I only joke about him 
because I am envious, and wanted to act a part myself.—I 
envious, indeed I 

But of all the assemblies, feastings, junketings, dejeuners, 
soirdcs, conversaziones, dinner-parties, in Our Street, I knew 
of none pleasanter than the banquets at Tom Fairfax's ; one 
of wliich this enormous provision-consumer gives seven 
tunes a week. lie live.s in one of the little houses of the old 
Waddilove Street quarter, Inillt long iH'forc Pocklington 
Square and Pocklington Gardens and the Pocklington family 
itself had made their apix:;irance in th;'-, world. 

Tom, ilioiigh he has a small income, and lives in a small 
house, yet sits down one of a party of twelve to dinner every 
d.iy of his life ; Jhese twelve consisting of Mrs. Fairfax, the 
nine Mis.ses Fa|fax, and Master Thomas Fairfax—the son 
and heir to tw'opcnce-halfjxmny a year. 

It is awkward just now to go and beg pot-luck from such 
a family as this ; Ix'causc, though a guest i.s ahrays welcome, 
we arc thirteen at table—an unlucky number, it is said. 
71 ii.s evil is only temporary, and will be remedied presently, 
when the family wll be thirteen wiihttiU the occasional guest, 
to judge from all oppearanees. 

Tally in the morning Mrs. Fairfax rises, and cuts bread 
and butler from six o’clock till eight; during which lime the 
nursery ojx'rations uixm the nine little graces arc ^foing on. 
We only sec a half-dozen of them at this present moment, 
and in the present authentic picture, the remainder dwindling 
ofi uix)n little chairs by their mamma. 

The two on either side of Fairlax are twins—awarded to 
him by singular good fortune; and he only knows Nancy 
from Fanny by having a piece of tape round the former’s 
arm. There is no need to give you the catalogue of the 
Olliers. She in the pinafore in front is Elizabeth, god¬ 
daughter to Miss Clappierclaw, who has been very kind to 
the whole family; that young lady W'ith the ringlets is 
engaged by the most solemn tics to the present writer, and it 
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is agreed that we are to be mamed as soon os she is as tall 
as tny stick. 

If his wife has to rise early to cut the bread and butter, I 
warrant Fairfax must be up betimes to cam it. He is a 
clerk in a Gov'cmment office : to which duty he trudges daily, 
refusing even twopenny omnibuses. Every lime he goes to 
the shoemaker’s he has to order eleven pairs of shoes, and 
so can’t afford to spare his own. He teaches the children 
Latin every morning, and is already thinking when Tom 
shall be inducted into that language. He works in liis 
garden for an hour Imfore breakiiist. His work over by 
three o’clock, he tramps home at four, and exchanges his 
dapper coal for that dressing^gov^m m which he apjX'ar.s 
Ixrfore you,—a ragged but honourable garment in wbicli ho 
stood (unconsciously) to the present designer, f 

Which IS the best, his old coat or Sir John's lirand-ncw 
one? Which is the most comfortable and Incoming. Mrs. 
F.tirfax’s black velvet gown (which she has worn at the 
Focklingion Square jmrties these twelve years, and in which 
I protest she looks like .a queen), or that new' rolxj which 
the milliner has just brought homo to Mrs. Tlumpshcr's, and 
into which she will squeeze lierself on Christmas Day. 

Miss Clapfx'rclaw says that we are all so charmingly con¬ 
tented wuth ourselvc-s that not one of us would change with 
his neighbour: and so, rich and jwor, high and low', one 
person is about as happy as another in Our Street. 


TIIE END OF "OUR STREET." 
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THB DOCTOR AND HIS STAFF. 

T here is no need to say why I became assistant-master 
and professor of the English and French languages, 
flower painting, and the German flute, in Doctor Birch's 
Academy, at Rodwell Regis. Good folks may depend on 
this, that it was not for fkoicr that 1 left lodgings near 
London, and a genteel soc'iety, for an under-master's desk in 
that old school. 1 promise you the fare at the ushers’ table, 
the getting up at five o'clock in the morning, the W'alking 
out with little boys in the fields (who used to play me tricks, 
and never could lx; got to rcspt’ct my awful and res[»on- 
sible character as teacher in the school). Miss Birch’s vulgar 
insolence, Jack Birch's glum condtiscension, and the poor 
old Doctor's jiatronage, were not matters in themselves 
pli.asurablc: and that that ^xitronage and those dinners were 
sometimes cruel hard to swallow. Never mind—rny con¬ 
nection with the place is over now, and I hope they have got 
a more efficient under-master. 

Jack Birch (Rev. J. Birch, of St. Neot's Hall, Oxfoid) is 
partner with his father the Doctor, and lakes some of the 
classes. About his Greek 1 can't say much ; but I will con¬ 
strue him in Latin any day. A more supercilious little png 
(giving himself air , too, about his cousin, Miss Raby, who 
hves with the Doctor), a more empty pompous little coxcomb 
I never saw. His white ncckloth looked as if it choked him. 

He used to try and look over that starch upon me and Prince 
YOL. I. F 2 
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ihe assistant, as if we were a couple of footmen. He didn't 
do much business in the school; but occupied his time in 
writing sanctified letteis to the boys’ parents, and in compos¬ 
ing dreary sermons to preach to them. 

ITic real master of the school is Prince; an Oxford man 
loo: shy, baugiity, and learned; crammed with Greek and 
a quantity of useless learning; uncommonly kind to the 
small Ixjys; pitiless with the fools and the braggarts; rc- 
s|x*cted of all for his honesty, his learning, his bravery (for he 
hit out once in a boat-row in a way which astonished tlic 
l)oys and the bargemen), and for a latent power aliout him, 
whj('h .ill saw and confessed somehow. Jack Birch could 
never Icxik him in the face. Old Miss Z. dared not pul off 
any of ^cr airs upon him. Miss Rosa made him the lowest 
of curtseys, ^vliv. Raby said she was afiaid of him. Good 
old T'rmee ! we have s.it many a night smoking m the 
D<x-tor‘s harness-room, whither we retirtid when our Ixiys 
werii gone to lx;d, .and our cares and canes put by. 

After Jack Rirch had taken his degrw at Oxford—a process 
which he effected with great thfliculiy —this place, wdiich used 
to Ik* called " Birch's,” " Dr. Birch's Academy,” and what 
not, lK*eanie suddenly "Archbishop Wigsby’s College of 
RfHlwell Regia,” They took down the old blue board with 
the gold letters, which has lx‘cn U5»jd to mend the pigsty 
since. Biich had a large schtMjlroom run up in the Gothic 
taste, with statuettes, and a little and a bust of Arch¬ 

bishop 'Wigshy in the middle of the school. He put the six 
senior Imys into caps and gowns, which had rather a good 
effect as the kuls sauntered down the street of the town, but 
which certainly provoked the contempt and hostility of the 
bargemen ; and so great was his rage for academic costumes 
and ordinances, that he would have put me myself into a lay 
gow'n, with red knots and fringes, but that I flatly resisted, 
and said that a wTiting-mastcr had no business with such 
paraphcrnaliti. 

By the way, I have torgotten to mention the Doctor him- 
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And what bhall I say of him? Well, he has a very 
rrisp gown and bands, a solemn aspect, a tremendous loud 
voice, and a grand air with the bo3rs' parents; whom lie 
receives in a study covered round with the Ixist-bound liooks, 
which imposes upon many—upon the women especially—and 
makes them fancy that this is a r>octor Indeed. But law 
bless you 1 He never reads the lxx)ks, or opens one of them ; 
except that in which he keeps his bands—a Dugdalo's 
“ Monasticon,” which looks like a book, but is in reality a 
cuplioard, where he has his port, almond-cakes, and decanter 
of wine. He gets up his classics with translations, or what 
the l>oys call cribs: they pass wicked tricks iifKin him when 
he hears the forms. The cider wags go to his study and ask 
him to help them in hard bits of Herodotus or ITiucydides : 
lie says he will look over the pa.ssage, and Hies for refuge to 
Mr. Prince or to the crib. 

He keeps the flogging department in his own hands ; 
finding that his son was too savage. He has awful brows 
and a big voice. But his roar frightens nolxxiy. It is only 
a lion’s skm ; or, so to say, a muif. 

* Little Mordant made a picture of him with large cars, 
like a well-known domestic animal, and had his own justly 
l>oxcd for the caricature. The Do('tor discovered him in 
the fact, and was in a flaming rage, and threatened whipping 
at first; but in the course of the day an opiwrtunc liasket of 
game arriving from Mordant’s father, the Doctor bt'came 
mollified, and has burnt the picture with the cars. How¬ 
ever, 1 have one wafered up in my desk by the hand of the 
same little rascal: and the frontispiece of this very book is 
drawn from it 
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I AM growing ;m okl frllow, and have seen many great folks 
in tlv' eoiirst' of uiy umvoIs and lime . Louis Philipj>c coming 
out ol the I'uiluries; llis Majesty the King of Prussia and 
the kcichsvcnveser accolading each other at (Cologne at my 
elbow ; Admiral Sir C harles K.ipier (m an omnibus once), 
the Duke of Weliiiiglon, the immortal Goethe at Weimar, 
the late iK’nevolcnt PofK- Giogory XV'I., and a scoie more 
of the famous in this world--the whom whenever one looks 
at, one has a mild shock of .iwe and tremor. I hkc this 
feeling of decent fear and treniblmg with which a modest 
spirit salutes a Gkicat Man. 

Well, 1 hav'e seen general caivi'ing on horseback at tire 
head of their cnmsoii baiuilions ; bishofis sailing down 
cathedral aisles, with downcast eyes, pressing their trencher 
caps to their hearts with their fat while hands; college heads 
when Her Ma|est> is on a visit; the Doctoi in all his glory 
at the head of his sclKxd on speech-day; a great siglu and 
all great men these. 1 have never ni<'t the late Mr. 'Phomas 
C’ribb, but I have no doubt should have regarded him wath 
the same feeling of awe with which I lr>ok every day at 
George Champion, the Cock of Doctor Birch's school. 

WJien, I say, I reflect as I go up and set him a sum, that 
he could whop me in two minutes, double up Prince and 
the other assistant, and pilch the Doctor out of window*, I 
can’t but think how* great, how generous, how magnanimous 
a cmature this is, that sits quite quiet and good-natured, 
and works his equation, and ponders through his Greek 
I^lay. He might take the schoolroom pillars and pull the 
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house down if he liked. He might close the door, and 
demolish every one of ns, like Antar the lover of Ibla; but 
he lets us live. He never thrashes anylKxly without a cause; 
’when woe lieiidc the tyrant or the sneak ! 

1 think that to lx: strong, and able to whop evcryliody— 
(not to do it, mmd you, but to feel that you were able to do 
it)—would be the greatest of all gifts. There is a .serene 
good-humour which plays about CJeorgc Champion’s broad 
face, which show’s the consciou.sness of this power, and lighl.s 
up his honest blue eyes w^ilh a magnanimous calm. 

lie is invictus. Even when a cub there was no Ijcaling 
this hon. Six years ago the undaunted little warrior acliuilly 
stood up to Frank Davison,--(the Indian officer now—poor 
little Charley's brother, whom Miss Raby nursed so affection¬ 
ately),—then .seventeen years old, and the Cock of llirch’s. 
They were obliged to drag off the lx?y, and Frank, with 
admiration and regard for him. propht'sied the great thing.s 
he would do. Legends of combats are preserved fondly m 
schools: they have stones of uch at Kodw’ell Regis, per¬ 
formed in the old Doctor's time, forty years ago. 

Champion’s affair with the Young Tmbury Pet, who was 
down here in training,—with Black the bargeman,—with 
the three head Ixiys of Doctor Wapshot's Academy, whom 
he caught maltreating an outlying day-l>oy of ours, &c.,— 
are known to all the Rodwell Regis men. He was always 
victorious. He is modest and kind, like all great men. He 
has a good brave honest understanding. He cannot make 
verses like young Finder, or read Greek like Wells the 
Prefect, who is a perfect young abyss of learning, and 
know’S enough, ITince says, to furnish any six first-class 
men; but he t’oes his work in a sound downright way, 
and he is made to be the bravest of soldiers, the best of 
country parsons, an honest English gcnilcrnan, wherever he 
may go. 

Old Champion's chief friend and attendant is Young Jack 
Hall, whom he saved, when drowning, out of the Miller's^ 
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Pool. The attachment of the two is curious to witness. 
The smaller lad ganiholling, playing tricks round the bigger 
one, and perpetually making fun of his protector. ITiey 
arc never far apart, and of holidays you may meet them 
mile.s away from the .scIkxiI, —George sauntering heavily 
down the lanes willi his big stick, and little Jack larking 
with the pretty girls in the coituge-windosvs. 

(juotge has 11 boat on the river, in which, however, he 
commonly lies smoking, wlnisl Jack sculls him. lie docs 
not i>lay at cnoket, e>ce[Dt when tlu' liool plays the county, 
or at I-onl's 111 the holidays. Th'- boys can’t .stand his 
bowling, and when he hits, it is like trying to catch a 
c.mnon-bull. 1 have seen him at tiamis. It is a splendifl 
sight to behold the young fellow' Ixmnding over the court 
with stieamitig yellow hair, like young Apollo in a flannel 
jacket. 

The other head hoys are Lawrence the captain ; Dunce, 
famous chiefly for his mag'nificent appetite; and Pitman, 
surnamed Koscius, for Ins love of tin* drama. Add to 
these Swanky, called Macassar, from liis paitiality to that 
coiulinicnt, and who has varnished boots, wears white gloves 
on Sundays, and looks out for Miss Pinkerton’s school 
(tninsferred from (Tiiswick to Rodwell Regis, and conducted 
by the nieces of the late Miss Ikiiliara Pinkerton, the friend 
of our great Le\ieographer, upon the principles afiprovcd 
by him, and practised by that admirable woman) as it 
passes into church. 

keprcsentvilions have been marie conceming Mr. Horace 
Swanky’s btdiaviour; rumours ha\e Ix^en uttered about notes 
in verse, conveyed in three-corncred pun's, by Mrs. Ruggles, 
who serves Miss Pinkerton's young ladies on F’ridays,—and 
how Miss Didow, to whom the tart and enclosure were 
atkiressed, tried to make away with herself by swallowing a 
ball of cotton. But I p.iss over these absurd refxaris, as 
likely to affect the reputation of an admirable seminary 
conducted by irreproachable females. As they go into 












DOCTOR BIRCH AND HIS YOUNG FRIENDS. 97 

church, Miss P. driving in her flock of lambkins with ihc 
crook of her parasol, how can it be helped if her forces and 
ours sometimes collicle, as the btjys are on their way up 
to the organ-loft ? And 1 don't txjlicve a word alx>ut the 
three-cprnercd puff, but rather that it was the invention 
of that jtralous Miss Ilirch, who is jealous of Miss Raby, 
jealous of cvcryl>ody who is good and handsome, and who 
has her own ends in view, or I am very much in error. 



THE LITTLE SCHOOLROOM. 

WiiAi' they call the little schoolroom !s a small room at the 
other end of the preat school; through which you go to the 
Doctor's private house, and where Miss Raby sits with her 
pupils. .She hiis a h.ilf-dozeri very small ones over w horn 
she ])residcs and leaches tliem in her simple way, until they 
arc big or learned enough to face the great schoolroom. 
Many of them are in a hurry for promotion, the graceless 
little simpletons, and know no more than their eldcis when 
they arc well off. 

She keeps the accounts, writes out llic bills, superintends 
the linen, and sew^s on the general shirt-buttons ! Think of 
having such a woman .at home to sew on one's shirt-buttons 1 
Rut peace, peace, thou foolish heart! 

Miss Raby is the Doctor's niece. Her mother was a 
lx?auly (quite unlike old Zoc therefore); and she married a 
pupil in the old Doctor's time, who was killerJ afterw'ards, a 
captain in the East India Service, at the siege of Hlmrtpore. 
Hence a number of Indian children come to the Doctor's; 
for Raby was very much liked, and the uncle's kind reception 
ol the orphan has been a good s[)eculation for the school- 
keeper. 

It IS wonderful how' brightly and gaily that little quick 
creature does her duty. She is the first to rise, and the last 
to sle(‘r>, if any business is to be done. She sees the other 
tw'o women go off to parlies in the town without even so 
much as wishing to join them. It is Cinderella, only con- 
^♦ented to stay at home—content to bear Zoe's scorn and 
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to admit Rosa’s superior charms,—and to do her utmost t«j 
repay her uncle for his great kindness in bousing her. 

So you see she works as much as three maid-servants for 
the wages of one. She is as tliankful when the Doctor gives 
her a new gown as if he had presented her with a fortune; 
laughs at his stories most good-humouredly, listens to Zoo’s 
scoldmg mast meekly, admires Rosa with all her heart, and 
only goes out of the w’ay when Jack Birch shows his siillow 
face; for she can't bear him, and always finds >vork when 
he f-omes near. 

How' diffcrojit she is when some folks approach her ! I 
won’t be presumptuous ; but I think, I think, I have made 
a not unfavourable impression in some quarters. However, 
let us b<* mum on this subject. J like 10 see her, because 
she always looks go<jd-humourcd ; Ix'causc she is always 
kind, Ixicause she is always nio«)est, liecause she is fond of 
those poor little brats,—orphans some of them —because she 
is rather pretty, I dare say, or Ixicausc I think so, w^hich 
comes to the same thing. 

I'liough she IS kind to all, it must be owned she shows the 
most gross favouritism towards the amiable children. She 
brings them cakes from dessert, and regales them with Zoc’s 
preserves ; spends many of her little shillings in presents for 
her favourites, and will tell them stories by t!ic hour. She 
has one very sad story about a little boy who died long ago: 
the younger children are never weary of hearing alx>ut him ; 
and Miss Raby has shown to one of them a lock of the little 
chap's hair, which she keeps in her work-box to this day. 



THE DEAR BROTHERS. 

Zi il^clo^rama in Several flounits, 

TfIK Doctok. 

Mk. '1 ii’j'KK, Unde tu the Masters Tioxall. 
lioxAi-h Major, l^)XAi.i. Minor, Brown, Jones, 
Smith, Robinson, 'Bifun Mimmus. 

li. Go it, olil Boxall ! 

/. Give It him, young Boxall ! 

IC. I'ltch into him, old Boxall ! 

S. Two to one on joung Boxall ! 

[/ix'/f-r'I'lFFIN Minimus, running. 
Tiffin jMinimui. Ikixalls ' you're wanted. 

The Doctor {to Mr. Tipper'). Kver\' lx>y in the school loves 
them, my deal .sir ; \our neph<'ws are a credit to iny estab¬ 
lishment. They are orrlerly, well-conducted, gentlemanlike 
lx>NS. l.ct us enter and find them at their sludiei. 

The DOCTOR and Mr. TlFi’ER 


Gkand Tableau. 






THE UEAK DKOTllERS 










TIIK LAST liOV OF ALL. 
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A HOPELESS CASE. 


Let us, people who are so uncommonly clever and learned, 
have a great tenderness and pity for tlic poor folks wlio are 
not endowed with the prodigious talents which we have. I 
have always had a regard for dunces;—those of my own 
schooldays were amongst the pleasantest of the fellows, and 
have turned out by no means the dullest in life; w’hcreas 
many a youth who could turn off Latin hexameters by the 
yard, and construe Greek quite glibly, is no better than a 
feeble png now, with not a pennyworili more brains than 
W'erc in his head lx:fore his l>eard grew. 

Those poor dunces ! Talk of Ircing the last man, ah ! 
what a pang it must Ix' to lx* llie last l>oy—huge, misshapen, 
fourteen years of age, and " taken up” by a chap who I'^bul 
six years old, and can't speak quite plain yet I 

Master Hulkcr is m that condition at Birch’s. He is the 
most honest, kind, active, plucky, generous creature. lie 
can do many things Ixrlter tli.an most lx)ys. He can go up 
a tree, jump, play at cricket, drive and swim perfectly—he 
can eat twice as much as almost any boy (as Miss Bircli 
well knows), he has a pretty talent at carving figures with 
his hack-knife, he makes and paints little coaches, he can 
take a watch to pieces and put it together again. He can 
do everything but learn his lesson ; and then he sticks at the 
bottom of the sc .lool, hopeless. As the little boys are draftctd 
in from Miss Raby’s class (it is true she is one of the lx*£t 
instructresses in the world), they enter and hop over poor 
Hulker. He would be handed over to the governess only 
he is loo big. Sometimes I used to think that this desperate 
stupidity was a stratagem of the poor rascal's, and that h^: 
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shammed dulncss, so that he might be degraded into Miss 
Kaby’s class—if she would leach me, I know, before George, 
I N^ould put on a pinafore and a little jacket—but no, it is a 
natural incapacity for the T^atin Grammar. 

If you could w*e his grammar, it is a perfect curiosity of 
dog’S'Cars. The leaves and cover are all curled and ragged. 
Many of the pages are worn away with the rubbing of his 
cHjows as he sits i^ormg over the hopeless volume, with the 
blows of liis lists as he thumps it madly, or with the poor 
fellow's tears. You see him wiping them aw^ay with the 
liack of his hand, as he tries and tries, and c.an’l do it. 

When I think of that Latin Grammar, and that infernal 
'L*/i in pra'senli," and of other things which I was made to 
leain in my youth; upon my conscience, 1 am surprised 
ih.ii wc ever survived it. When one thinks of the lx)ys who 
h.ive lx*en caned liecausc lht‘y could not master that intoler¬ 
able jargon ! Good Lord, what a pitiful chorus these poor 
little creatures send up 1 Ik* gentle with them, yc school¬ 
masters, and only w'hop those who v)ont learn, 

'Fhe Doctor has oix^rated upon Hulker (between our- 
.selvt,*s), but the boy w'as so little affected you would have 
thought he had taken chloroform. birch is weary of 
whipping now, and leaves the boy to go his own gait. 
1*11 nee, when he hears the lesson, and who cannot help 
making fun of a fool, adopts the sarca.stic manner with 
Master Hulker, and .says, “Mr. llulkcr, may I take the 
lilK'rty to inquire if your brilliant intellect has enabled you 
to jH!rccivc the difference Ix’twwn those w'ords which gram¬ 
marians have defined as substantive and adjective nouns ? 
—if not, perhaps Mr. Ferdinand Timmins will instruct 
you.” And Timmins hops over Hulkcr's head. 

I wish Prince would leave off girding at the poor lad. He 
is a boy, and his mother is a widow woman, who loves him 
with all her might. 'Ihere is a famous sneer about the 
suckling of fcxV.s and the clironicling of small beer; but 
|f*nieniber it was a rascal who uttered it. 



A WORD ABOUT MISS BIRCH. 

gentlemen, and especially the younger and more 
lender of these pupils, will have the advantage of the 
constant superintendence and affectionate c^irc of Miss Zoi* 
Birch, sister of the principal; whose dearest aim will be to 
supply (as far its may Ix^) the* absent maternal fnetul ”— 
P/\>sJ>ertus of Rodwcll Regis Si hooL 
This is all very well in the doctor’s jTrospcctus, and Miss 
Zoo Birch (a pretty blossom it is, fifty-five years old, during 
two score of which she has dosed herself with pills , with a 
nose as red and a face as sour as a crab-apple) this is all 
mighty well in a prosjxrctus. But T should like to know 
who would take Miss Zoe for a niothci, or would have her 
for one? 

The only persons in the house wlio are not afraid of her 
arc Miss Rosa and I—no, I am afraid of her, though I do 
know the story alxuit the 1 ‘Ycnch usher in 1830—but all thir 
rest tremble before the woman, from the Doctor down to 
|X>or Francis the knife-boy whom she bullies into his miser¬ 
able blacking'hole. 

The Doctor is a pompous and outwardly severe man— 
but inwardly weak and €j£isy ; loving a joke and a glass of 
port-wine. I get on with him, therefore, much fjettcr than 
Mr. Prince, w’ho scorns him for an ass, and under whose 
keen eyes the worthy Doctor writhes like convicted im¬ 
postor ; and m.'my asun.shiny afternoon would he have said, 
** Mr. T,, sir, shall we try another glass of that yellow-scaled 
wine which you seem to like?" (and which he likes even 
better than 1 do), bad not the old harridan of a Zoe been 

down upon us, and insisted on turning me out with her 
VOL. I. G 
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.il)f)minahle wo.ik coffee. She a mother indeed ! A sour- 
inilk generation she would have nurscil. She is always 
croaking, scolding, bullying -yowling at the housemaids, 
snarling .it Miss k.iby, liowwowang after the little tioys, bark¬ 
ing after ihi big one',, Slw Knows how much every boy ^’.ats 
to an ouno', and Iv’r ddight is to ply with fat the little ones 
who can’t lx‘:ir it, and with raw meat those who hate undcr- 
ilone. U was she who e iused the Doctor to be eaten out 
three times; and neaily rnsated i rebellion in tlie school 
because she insisted on his tkiggiiT (ioliatlt Longman. 

Tlie ^mly time that worn in is haopv is when she comes in 
of a morning to the littli- boys' d.or iintones w itli a cup of hot 
Mpsom salts, and a Sipjx-t of brisul lioo '—lhc\rry notion 
makes me ijuivi'r. She st.iu osn tlieni. 1 s.iw her do it 
to young Tivles only a few da\s sinee ; an<l her .jiresencc 
makes the nbomiivition doubly abominable. 

'\s for attending them m real illne-'S, do you suppose that 
sh<' woiilil w.itch a single night fur any one of them? Not 
she. When little ( harlev f^iMson (that child a lock of 
whose soft hair 1 have said how Miss Raby still keeps) l.iy 
ill of scarlet hwei in the holidays - for the C’oUiricl. the father 
of tht'sr was in Indi i it was Arin<* Raby who tended 

the lIiiItI, \^!lo w it<.lnd Inm all through the fe\er, wlio ne\(T 
left Intn while it l.isled, or until she had eki.seii the little eyes 
th.'il W'cre iv'ver to brig)iU*n ot moisten more Anny watched 
and (leploied him, but it w.is Miss Hirch who wiote the 
letter announcing his demise, and got the gold chain and 
locket which tlie Colonel ordered as a rnt^niento of his grati- 
tuilc. It w.us through a nwv with Miss Hirch that Frank 
T>avison ran away. 1 promise jou that attor he joinetl his 
regmicni in India, the Ahmednuggur Irregulars, which his 
gallant father commands, there came over no more annual 
shawl ' and presents to Doctor and Miss Birch ; and that if 
she fance tl the Colonel w'.as coming home to marry her (on 
account of her tenderness to his motherless children, which 
he was always writing al>out), tkat notion was very soon 
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jjiven up. But these affairs arc of early date, seven years 
back, and I only heard of them in a very confused manner 
from Miss Raby, who was a girl, and had just come to 
Rod well Regis. She is ahvays vci'y much moved when she 
speaks a 1 x>ut those boys; which is but seldom. I take it 
the death of the little one still grieves her lender heart. 

Yes, it is Miss Birch, who h.is turned away seventeen 
ushers and stniond-mastcrs in eleven yc.ars, and half as 
many French masters, I suppose, since the departure of her 
Ja^jourite, M. Grinche, with her gold watch, &c. \ but tins 
IS only surmise—that is, from hearsay, and from Miss Rosa 
taunting her aunt, as she does sometimes, in her graceful 
way: but besides this, I have another way of keeping her 
in order. 

Whenever she is particuLirly odious or insolent to Ml.ss 
Raby, X have but to intro«Jucc rasjiborry jam into the con- 
versjilion, and the woman holds her tongue. She will 
undcrstrxnd me. I nef<l not sny more. 

Note, la/A Dcccmbt:r .—I may sjieak now. I have left 
the place and don't mind. I say llicn ;il onw;, and without 
caring twopence for the consequences, that I saw this woman, 
this mother of ilie boys, eating ja.m with a sw^on out of 
Master AVicgins’s thunk i.n 'i he uoX'ROOM : and of this 
1 am ready to take an affidavit any day. 



A TRAGEDY. 


Till-: DUAMA (IL’GIIT IO III K! I'RLSKNl l,L) IN 
AbOUT SJ\ Al I'- 

[I'hf. Siluh'l IS huJu'J. Lawki.NCL. the Prefftt, and 
Cu\f,)\ of thi' I\od:>. is morrfnni^ iff for the I >C)( TOIt into 
the oforaliHg-fOoNL M.i.sU-r IlAC lvlKiL'SK is nbuut to 
folloio. 

Miisti'r lixttkkon^i It'.s all verv well, but vou ^co if 1 don't 
pny }oii out .'iftrr scliool — yon snivik yon ! 

Milder Lunher. If vou do, I’ll U'll ni^ain. 

[F.Xit nACkiiul'MC. 

[ The rod IS heard from the adjitnuiii^ ufartnient. ihohish 
— hwhidt — hwhish —hivkish — hivkish - hwhisk — 
tnok.sk f [AV-<7//tr BACKHOUSE. 
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A HAMPCK FOK HKirrOfi’S. 
































BRIGGS IN LUCK. 


Enter the ICni/e-boy. Hamper for Briggses ( 

M(liter Broann. Hurray, Tom Briggs! I’ll lend you my 
knife. 


li' this story docs not carry its own moral, what fable docs, 
I wonder? Btiforc the arrival of that hamptir, Master Briggs 
\sah m no better repute than any other young gentleman of 
llie lower school ; and in fact I had oc*casion myself, only 
lately, to correct M.ister Brown for kicking his friend's shins 
during the wnling-lesson. But how this basktd, directed by 
his nwther’s houstikeeper, and marked "GLASS WITH CAKE " 
(whence I conclude that it coniains some jam and some 
lK3ilkiS of wine, probably, as well as the usual cake and 
game-pie, and half a sovereign for the elder Master B., and 
live new shillings for Master Decimus Briggs)—how, I say, 
the arrival of this bi^Lsket alters all Masttrr Briggs's circum¬ 
stances in life, and tire estimation in which many |3crsons 
regard him I 

If he is a good-hearted boy, as I have reason to think, the 
very first thing he will do, before ins|xjcting the contents of 
the hamper, or cutting into them with the knife which Master 
Brown has so considerately lent him, will be to read over the 
letter from home which Lies on the top of the parcel. He 
does so, as I reme^'k to Miss Raby (for whom 1 happened to 
be mending pens when the little circumstance arose), with a 
flushed face and winking eyes. Look how the other boys 
arc peering into the basket as he reads,—I say to her, Isn't 
it a pretty picture ? ” Part of the letter is in a very large 
band. This is from bis little sister. And I would wager 
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that she netted the little purse which he bos just taken out 
of it, and which Master Lynx is eyeing. 

“You are a droll man, and remark all sorts of queer 
things," Miss Raby says, smiling, and plying her swift needle 
and fmgcr.s as quick as possible. 

“ 1 am glad we are both on the spot, and that the little 
fellow lies under our guns as it were, and so is protected 
from sonie such brutal school*pirate as young Duval for 
instance, who w'ould rob lum, proljably, of some of those 
good things; gcKx.1 in themselves, ;vnd better because fresh 
from home. See, there is a pie, as I said, and which I dare 
say is better than those which arc served at our table (but 
you never take any notice of such kind of things, Miss Raby), 
a cake of course, a bottle of currant-wine, jam-pots, and no 
end of ptrars in the straw. With their money little Briggs 
will be able to pay the tick which that imprudent child has 
lun up with Mrs. Ruggles; and I shall let Briggs Major pay 
for the |)cncil-casc which Bullock sold to him. It will be a 
lesson to the young prodigal for the future. Rut, I say> 
what a change there wjH be in his life for some time to 
come, and at least until his present wealth is spent! The 
boys who bully him will mollify towards him, and accept 
his pie and sweetmeats. They will have feasts in the bed¬ 
room ; and that wine will t:iste more delicious to them than 
the best out of the Doctor's cellar. The cronies will be 
invited. Young Miistcr W'agg will tell his most dreadful 
story and sing his Ixi.si song for a slice of that pic. WHiat a 
jolly night they will have! When we go the rounds at 
night, Mr. iTince and I will take care to make a noise 
More we come to Briggs's room, so that the boys may 
have time to put the light out, to push the things away, and 
to scud into bed. Doctor Spry may .be put in requisition 
the next morning.” 

“ Nonsense! you absurd creature,” cries out Miss Raby, 
laughing; and I lay down the twelfth pen very nicely 
mended. 
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'' Yes; after luxury comes the doctor, I say; after extra¬ 
vagance a hole in the breeches-pocket. To judge from his 
disposition, Briggs Major will not be much better off a 
couple of days hence than he is now; and, if I am not 
mistaken, will end life a poor man. Brown will be kicking 
his shins l^fore a week is over, depend upon it. There arc 
t»oys and men of all sorts, Miss R.—There arc selfish sneaks 
who hoard until the store they daren't use grows mouldy— 
there are spendthrifts who fling away, parasites who flatter 
and lick its shoes, and snarling curs who bate and envy, 
good fortune.” 

I put down the last of the pens, brushing away with it the 
quill-chips from her desk first, and she looked at me with a 
kind wondering face. I brushed them aw.ay, clicked the 
I)en-knifc into my pocket, made her a bow, and walked off— 
for the bell was ringing for school. 





A YOUNG FELLOW WHO IS PRETTY 
SURE TO SUCCEED, 

If Master Brigfgs is do'^tincrl in all probability to be a poor 
man, the chances are that Mr. I'lillock will have a very 
different lot. He is a son of a partner of the eminent 
bankings firm of liulloek and Hulkor, Lombard Street, and 
very high m the upj)er school-~<jUite out of my jurisdiction, 
conse(]ue«tiy. 

He writes the most Ixiautiful current-hand ever seen ; and 
the way in which he mastered arithmetic (going away into 
rt'condite and wonderful rules in the Tutor’s Assistant, 
which sonic masters even d.ire not approach) is descrilx:d 
by the Doctor in terms of admiration. He is Mr, Prince’s 
best algebra pupil; and a vcr>' fair classic, too; doing 
everything well for which he has a mind. 

H(‘ does not busy himself with the sfiorls of his comrades, 
and holds a cnckel-Uat no better than Miss Raby would. 
He employs the pla)-hours in improving his mind, and 
reading the newsp.ipcr; he is a profound politician, and, 
it must be owned, on the Liberal side. The elder boys 
despise him rather; and when Champion Major passes, he 
turns his head, and Uxiks down. I don’t like the expression 
of Bullock's narrow green eyes, as they follow the elder 
Champion, who does not seem to know or care how much 
the other hates him. 

No. Mr. Bullock, though perhaps the cleverest and most 
accomplished boy in the school, associates with the quite 
little boys when he is minded for society. To these he is 
quite affable, courteous, and winning. He never fagged 
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or thrashed one of them. He has done the verses and 
corrected the exercises of many, and many is the little lad 
to whom he has lent a little money. 

It is true he charges at the rate of a penny a week for 
every sixpence lent out; but many a fellow to whom tarts 
arc a present necessity is happy to f»y this interest for the 
loan. These transactions are kept secret. Mr. Bullock, in 
rather a whining lone, when he takes Master Green aside 
and does the requisite business for him, says, " You know 
you'll go and talk about it everywhere, I don't want to 
lend you the money, I want to buy .something with it. 
It's only to oblige you; and yet I am sure you w'ill go and 
make fun of me." Whereon, of courfic, Green, eager for 
the money, vows solemnly that the transaction shall Ixj con¬ 
fidential, and only speaks when the fxiyment of the interest 
becomes oppressive. 

Thus it is that Mr. Bullock’s practi<x,‘S arc at all known. 

At a very early period, indiKtd, bis commercial genius 
manifested itself: and by happy speculations in toffey; by 
composing a sweet drink made of stick<liquorice and brown 
sugar, and selling it at a profit to the younger children; 
by purchasing a scries of novels, which he let out at an 
adcciuate remuneration; by doing Iwys’ exercises for a 
penny, and other processes, he show'cd the bent of his 
mind. At the end of the half-year he always w'ent homf 
richer than when be arrived at school, with his purse full of 
money. 

Nobody knows bow much he brought: but the accounts 
are fabulous. Twenty, thirty, fifty—it is impossible to say 
how many sovereigns. 'When joked about bis money, he 
turns pale and swears he has not a shilling: whereas he 
has had a banker's account ever since be was thirteen. 

At the present moment be is employed in n<^otiating the 
sale of a kziife with Master Green, and is pointing out to 
the latter the beauty of the six blades, and that be need not ^ 
pay until after the holidays. 
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Champion Major has sworn that he will break every bone 
in his skin the next lime that ho cheats a little boy, and is 
bearing down upon him, I^et us conjo away. It is frightful 
to see that big i^tiacefiil clover coward moaning under well- 
deserved blows and whining for mercy. 






THE PIRATE, 






DUVAL THE PIRATE, 


Jones Minimus passes, laden with tarts, 

Duval, Hullo! you boy with the tarts 1 Come 

here, sir, 

Jones Minimus. Please, Duval, they ain’t mine. 

Duxfdl, Oh, you abominable young story-teller. 

[He confiscates the goods, 

I think I like young Duval's mode of levying contributions 
better than Bullock's. The former’s, at least, has the merit 
of more candour. Duval is the pirate of Birch's, and lies in 
wait for small boys laden with money or provender. He 
scents plunder from afar off: and pounces out on it. Woe 
betide the little fellow when Duval lx>ard.s him ! 

ITiere was a youth here whose money 1 used to keep, as 
he was of an extravagant and weak taste: and I doled it 
out to him in weekly shillings, sufficient for the purchase of 
the necessary tarts. This boy came to me one day for half 
a sovereign, for a very particular purpose, he said. I after¬ 
wards found he wanted to lend the money to Duval. 

The young ogre burst out laughing, when in a great wrath 
and fury I ordered him to refund to the little boy: and 
proposed a bill of exchange at three months. It is true 
Duval's lather does not pay the Doctor, and the lad never 
has a slulling, save that which he levies; and though he is 
always bragg'ng about the splendour of Frecnysiown, co. 
Cork, and the foxhounds his father keeps, and the claret 
th^ drink there—there comes no remittance from Castle 
Freeny in these bad times to the honest Doctor; who is a 
kindly man enough, and never yet turned an insolvent boy 
out of doors. 



THE DORMITORIES. 


Master Hewlett and Master Nightingale. 

{Ratkcr tT cold ivinfcr niglU ) 

Ilnvlctt a shoe at Maslrr Nk;htingale's bed^ 

with which he hits that you ^eff tic man). Hullo, you ! Get 
up and bring me that shot*! 

.Vty;htiNj;’ule. Yes, Hcwleil. \^IIc i^'is up. 

//nviett. Don’t drop it, and t>c very careful of it, sir. 
iWi^^htingale. Ves, Hewlett. 

Ilcivlett. Silence in the dormitory ! Any lK>y who opens 
Ins niourh, I'll murtler him. Now, sir, are not you the Iwy 
what can sing ? 

NighiingetU. Yes, VIewlelt. 

Hewlett. Chaunt, then, till I go to sleep, and if I W'ake 
when you stop, you'll have, this at your head. 

[Master Hewlett /ay\ hi^ IHuchers on the bed, ready 
to .\/ty at Master Nightingale's head in the case 
contemplated. 

Nightingale [timidly). IMeasc, Hewlett. 
lieivlett. Well, sir? 

Nightingale. May I put on my trousers, please? 

Hciviett. No, sir ! Go on, or I'll- 

Nightingale. 

“ Through pleasures and palaces 
'Though we may roam. 

Be it ever so humble. 

There's no place like home." 









A UiilbCLi:, 











A CAPTURE AND A RESCUE. 


Mv young fncnd, Patrick Champion, George’s younger 
brother, is a late arrival among tis; has much of the family 
quality and good-nature; is not in the least a tyrant to the 
small boys, but is as eager as Aniadis to fight. He is box¬ 
ing his way up the school, emulating his great brother. He 
fixes his eye on a boy above him m strength or size, and you 
hear somehow that a difference has arisen between them at 
football, and they have their coats off presently. He has 
thrashed himself over the heads of many youths in lliis 
manner: for instance, if Champion can hek Dobson, who 
can thrash Hobson, how much more, then, can he thrash 
Hobson? Thus he works up aad establishes his ixisition 
in the school. Nor does Mr. Prince think it advisable that 
we ushers should walk much in the way when these little 
differences are being settled, unless there is some gross 
disparity, or danger is apprehended. 

For instance, I own to having seen the row depicted here 
as I was shaving at my bedroom window. I did not hasten 
down to prevent its consequences. Fogle had confiscated a 
lop, the property of .Snivins ; the w'hich, as the little wretch 
was always pegging it at my toes, I did not regret. Snivins 
whimpered; and young Champion came up, lusting for 
battle. Directly he made out Fogle, he steered for him, 
pulling up his coa»-sleeves, and clearing for action. 

"Who spoke io you, young Champion ?" F'oglc said, and he 
flung down the top to Master Snivins. I knew there would 
be no fight; and perhaps Champion, too, was disappointed. 



THE GARDEN. 


WHERE THE PARLOUR-BOARDERS GO, 

Noblemen have been rather scarce at Birch's—^but the 
heir of a great Prince has been living with the Doctor for 
some years. He is Ijord George Gaunt’s eldest son, the 
noble Plantagenet Gaunt Gaunt, and nephew of the Most 
Honourable the Marquis of Stcyne. 

They arc very proud of him at the Doctor’s—and the two 
Misses and Papa, whenever a stranger comes down wbom 
they W'ant to dazzle, are pretty sure to bring Lord Steyne 
into the conversation, mention the last party at Gaunt 
House, and cursorily to remark that they have with them a 
young friend who will be, in all human probability, Marquis 
of Steyne and Earl of Gaunt, &c. 

I'lantagenct docs not care much about these future 
honours: provided he can get some brown sugar on bis 
bread-and-butter, or sit with three chairs and play at coach- 
and-horscs quite quietly by himself, he is tolerably happy. 
He saunters in and out of school w'hen he likes, and looks 
at the masters and other boys w'ith a listless grin. He used 
to be taken to church, but he laughed and talked in odd 
places, so they arc forced to leave him at home now. He 
will sit with a bit of string and play cat’s-cradle for many 
hours. He likes to go and join the very small children at 
their games. Some are frightened at him; hut they soon 
cease to fear, and order him abouL 1 have seen him go and 
fetch torts from Mrs. Ruggles for a boy of eight years old; 
and cry bitterly if he did not get a piece. He cannot speak 
quite plain, but very nearly; and is not more, I suppose, 
than tbree-and-twenty. 
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Of course at home they know his age, though they never 
come and see him. But they forget that Miss Rosa Birch is 
no longer a young chit as she was ten years ago, when Gaunt 
was brought to the school. On the contrary, she has had 
no small experience in the tender passion, and is at this 
moment smitten with a disinterested affection for Plantagenet 
Gaunt. 

Next to a little doll with a burnt nose, which he hides 
away in cunning places, Mr. Gaunt is very fond of Miss Rosa 
too. What a pretty match it \\ ould make! and how pleased 
they would 1)C at Gaunt House, if the grandson and heir of 
the great Marquis of Steyne, the descendant of a hundred 
Gaunts and Tudors, should marry Miss Birch, the schwd- 
master'.s daughter! It is true she has the sense on her side, 
and poor Plantagenet is only an idiot: but there he is, a 
zany, with such expectations anti such a pedigree ! 

If Miss Rosa would run away with Mr. Gaunt, she would 
leave off bullying her cousin, Miss Anny Raby. Shall I pul 
her up to the notion, and offer to lend her the money to run 
away? Mr, Gaunt is not allowed money. He had some 
once, but Bullock look him into a comer, and got it from 
him. He has a moderate tick opened at a tart-woman’s. 
He stops at Rodwell Regis through the yffiir: school-time 
and holiday-time, it is all the .same to him. Nobody asks 
about him, or tltinks about him, save twice a year, when the 
Doctor goes to Gaunt Hou.se, and gets the amount of his 
bills, and a glass of wine m the steward’s room. 

And yet you see somehow that he is a gentleman. Hi.s 
manner is different to that of the owners of that coarse table 
and parlour at which he is a boarder {T do not speak of Miss 
R. of course, for her manners, arc as good as those of a 
duchess). "yATien he caught Miss Rosa boxing little Fiddes’s 
cars, his face grew red, and he broke into a fierce inarticulate 
rage. After that, and for some days, he used to shrink from 
her; but they are reconciled now. I saw them this afternoon 
in the garden, where only the parlour-boarders walk. He* 
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was playful, and touched her with his stick. She raised her 
handsome eyes in surprise, and smiled on him very kindly. 

The thing was so clear, that I thought it my duty to speak 
to old Zoe about it. The wicked old catamaran told me she 
wished that some people would mind their own business, and 
hold their tongues—that some persons were paid to teach 
writing, and not to tell talcs and make mischief \ and I have 
since been thinking whether I ought to communicate with 
the Doctor. 



THE OLD PUPIL. 

As I came into the playgrounds this morning, I saw a dasli- 
:ng young fellow, w'ith a tanned face and a blonde mous¬ 
tache, who was walking up and down the green arm-in-arm 
with Champion Major, and followed by a little crowd of 
boys. 

They were talking of old times evidently. What had 
become of Irvine and Smith?"—'*Where was Bill Hams 
and Jones; not Squinny Jones, but Cocky Jones?"—and so 
forth. The gentleman Wiis no stranger; he was an old 
pupil evidently, come to sec if any of his old comrades 
remained, and revisit the rari luoxhi of his youth. 

Champion was evidently proud of his arm-fellow. He 
espied his brother, young Champion, and introduced him. 
“ Come here, sir," he called. '* The young 'un wasn’t here 
in your time, Davison." "Pat, sir," said he, "this is 
Captain Davison, one of Birch’s boys. Ask him who was 
among the first in the lines at Sobraon ?" 

Pat's face kindled up as he looked Davison full in the 
face, and held out his hand. Old Champion and Davison 
both blushed. The infantry set up a " Hurray, huiray, 
hurray 1" Champion leading, and waving his wide-awake. 
I protest that the scene did one good to witness. Here was 
the hero and cock of the school come back to see bis old 
haunts and cronies. He had always remembered them. 
Since he had seen them last, he had faced death and achieved 
honour. But for my dignity I would have shied up my hat 
toa 

With a resolute step, and his arm still linked in Champion's, 

Captain Davison now advanced, followed by a wake of little 

VOU 1. H 
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boys, to that corner of the green where Mrs. Ruggtes has 
her tart-stand. 

Hullo, Mother Rugglcs ! don’t you remember me?” he 
said, and shook her by the hand. 

*'Lor', if it ain't Davison Major!" she said. “Well, 
Davison Major, you owe me fourpence for two sausage- 
rolls from when you went away.” 

Davison laughed, and all the little crew of boys set up a 
similar chonis. 

•' I buy the whole shop," he said. “ Now, young 'uns¬ 
eat aw^ay!" 

Then there was such a “ Hurray! hurray ! ” as surpassed 
the former cheer in loudness. Everybody engaged in it 
except Piggy Duff, who made an instant dash at the three- 
cornered puffs, but was stopped by Champion, who said 
there should be a fair distribution. And so there was, and 
no one lacked, neither of raspberry, open tarts, nor of melli¬ 
fluous bulls'-eycs, nor of polonies, beautiful to the sight and 
taste. 

The hurraying brought out the old Doctor himself, who 
put his hand up to his spectacles and started when he 
saw the old pii])!!. FCach blushed when he recognised 
the other; for seven years ago they had parted not good 
friends. 

*’What-Davison?" the Doctor said, with a tremulous 
voice. *' God bless you, my dear fellow ! '*—and they shook 
bands. “A half-holiday, of course, boys," he added, and 
there was another hurray: there was to be no end to the 
cheering that day. 

** How’s—how’s the family, sir?" Captain Davison asked^ 

“Come in and see. Rosa’s grown quite a lady. Dine 
with us, of course. Champion Major, come to dine at five. 
Mr. Titmarsh, the pleasure of your company ?" The Doctor 
swung open the garden gate: the old master and pupil 
entered the house reconciled. 

I thought I would first peep into Miss Raby's room and 
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tell her of this event. She was working away at her linen 
there, as usual quiet and cheerful. 

“You should put up,'* I said with a smile; “the Doctor 
has given us a half-holiday.'* 

“ 1 never have holidays,” Miss Raby replied. 

Tlicn 1 told her of the scene I had just witnessed, of the 
arrival of the old pupil, the purchase of the tarts, the pro¬ 
clamation of the holiday, and the shouts of the boys of 
' Hurray, Davison !'' 

“ ir/up is it?” cried out Miss Raby, starting and turning 
as white as a sheet. 

I told her it was Captain Davison from India; and de¬ 
scribed the appearance and bc*haviour of the captain. Wlien 
I had finished speaking, she asked me to go and get her a 
glass of water : she felt unwell. But she was gone when I 
came back w'ith the water. 


T know all now. After sitting for a quarter of an hour 
with the Doctor, who attributed his guest's uneasiness no 
doubt to his desire to see Miss Rosa Birch, Davison started 
up and said he wanted to sec M iss Raby. ' ‘ You remember, 
sir, how kind she was to my little brother, sir?” he said. 
Wliereupon the Doctor, nith a look of surprise that any¬ 
body should want to sec Miss Raby, said she w^as in the 
little schoolroom; whither the captain went, knowing the 
way from old times. 

A few minutes afterwards, Miss B. and Miss Z. returned 
from a drive with Plantagenet Gaunt in their one-horse fly, 
and being informed of Davison’s arrival, and that be was 
closeted with Miss Raby in the little schoolroom, of course 
made for that apartment at once. I was coming info it 
from the otlier door. I wanted to know whether she had 
drunk the water. 

This is what both parties saw. 'The two were in this very 
attitude. ** Well, upon my word! ’* cries out Miss Zoe; but ^ 
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Davison did not let go his bold; and Miss Raby's bead only 
sank down on his hand. 

“ You must get another governess, sir, for the little boys/' 
Frank Davison said to the Doctor. “ Anny Raby has pro¬ 
mised to come with me." 

You may suppose 1 shut to the door on my side. And 
when I returned to the little schoolroom, it was black and 
empty. Everybody was gone. I could hear the boys shout¬ 
ing at play on the green outside. The glass of water was on 
the tabic where I had phaced it. I look it and drank it 
my.sclf, to the health of Anny Raby and her husband. It was 
rather a choker. 

But of course I wiusn’t going to stop on at Birch's. When 
his young friends reassemble on the ist of February 
next, they will have two new m:isters. Prince resigned too, 
and is at present living with me at my old lodgings at 
Mrs. Cammysole's. If any nobleman or gentleman wants a 
private tutor for his son, a note to the Rev. F. Prince will 
hnd him there. 

Miss Clapperclaw says wc are both a couple of old fools ; 
and that she knew when I set off last year to Rodwell Regis, 
after meeting the two young ladies at a party at Gkmcral 
Champion's bouse in our street, that I was going on a goose's 
errand. I shall dme there on Christmas day ; and SO 1 wish 
a merry Christmas to all young and old boys. 



EPILOGUE. 


The play is done; the curtain drops, 
Slow falling, to the prompter’s bell: 

A moment yet the actor stops, 

And looks around, to say farcwelL 
It is an irksome word and task , 

And when he’s laughed and said his say, 
He shows, as he removes the mask. 

A face that’s anything but gay. 

One word, ere yet the evening ends. 

Let’s close it with a parting rhyme. 

And pledge a hand to all young friends, 
As fits the merry Christmas time. 

On life's wide scene you, too, have parts. 
That f'ate ere long shall bid you play ; 
Good-night I with honest gentle hearts 
A kindly greeting go alway ! 

Good-night I I’d say the griefs, the joys, 
Just hinted in this mimic page. 

The triumphs and defeats of boys, 

Are but repicated in our age. 

I’d say, your woes were not less keen. 
Your hopes more vain, than those of men 
Your pang? or pleasures of fifteen. 

At forty-five played o'er again. 

I'd say, we suffer and we strive 
Not less nor more as men than boys; 

grizzled beards at forty-five. 

As erst at twelve, in corduroys. 
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And if, in time of sacred youth, 

We learned at home to love and pray, 

Pray Heaven, that early love and truth 
May never wholly pass away. 

And in the world, as in the school, 

T*cl say, lunv fate may change and shift; 

The prize lie sometimes with the fool. 

The race not always to the swift. 

The strong inay yield, the good may fall. 
The great man lie a vulgar clown, 

Tlie knave be lifted over all, 

'J'he kind cast pitilessly down. 

Who knows the inscrutable design? 

Illessed be He who took and gave: 

Wliy should your mother, C'hailos, not mine, 
He wcfjping at her darling's grave ? * 

We bow to Heaven that will'd it so, 

'I'hat darkly rules the fate of all. 

That sends the respite or the blow. 

That's free to give or to recall. 

This crowns his feast with \snnc and wit: 
Who brought him to that mirth and state? 
His betters, sec, below him sit, 

Or hunger hopeless at the gate. 

Who bade ihe^ mud fiom Dives's wheel 
To spurn the rags of Lazarus ? 

Come, brother, in that dust W'e’ll kneel, 
Confessing Heaven that ruled it thus. 

So each shall mourn in life’s advance, 

I )car hopes, dear friends, untimely killed ; 
Shall grieve for many a forfeit chance, 

A longing passion unfulfilled. 

” C B., ob. Dec. 1643 , 43 * 
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Amen : whatever Fate be sent,— 

Pray God the heart may kindly glow. 
Although the head with cares be bent, 

And whitencx] with the winter snow. 

Come wealth or want, come good or ill. 
Let young and old accept their part. 

And bow before the Awful Will, 

And bear it with an honest heart. 

Who misses, or who wins the prize? 

Go, lose or conquer as you can; 

But if you fail, or if you rise, 

Be each, pray God, a genilcman, 

A gentleman, or old or young 
{Bear kindly with iny humble lays): 

The sacred chorus first w^as sung 
Upon the first of Chrisinsas-days. 

The shepherds heard it overhead — 

Tlie joyful angels raised it then ; 

Glory to Heaven on high, it .said. 

And i:>cacc on earth to gentle men. 

My song, save this, is little worth ; 

I lay the weary pen aside, 

4{^nd wish you health, and love, and mirth. 
As fits the solemn Christmas tide. 

As fits the holy Christmas birth, 

Be this, good fnends, our carol still— 

Be peace on earth, be peace on earth, 

To men Oi gentle will. 


END OF **DR. BIRCH AND HIS YOUNG FRIENDS." 
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CH*\PTER I. 

The Overture—Commencement of the Business, 

W ELL-BELOVED novel-readers and gentle patronesses 
of romance, assuredly it has often occurred to every 
one of you, that the books we delight in have very unsatis¬ 
factory conclusions, and end quite prematurely with page 
320 of the third volume. At that epoch of the history it is 
well known that the hero is seldom more than thirty years 
old, and the heroine by consequence some seven or eight 
years younger; and I would ask any of you whether it is 
fair to suppose that people after the above age have nothing 
worthy of note in their lives, and cease to exist as they drive 
away from St- George’s, Hanover Square ? You, dear young 
ladies, who get your knowledge of life from the circulating 
library, may be led to imagine that when the marriage 
business is done, and Emilia is whisked off in the new 
travelling-carriage, by the side of the enraptured Earl; or 
Belinda, breaking away from the tearful embraces of her 
excellent mother, dries her own lovely eyes upon the throb¬ 
bing waistcoat of her bridegroom—yon may be apt, I say. to 
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suppose that all is over then ; that Emilia and the Earl are 
going to be happy for the rest of their lives in his lordship’s 
romantic castle in the North, and Belinda and her young 
clergyman to enjoy uninterrupted bliss in their rose-trcllised 
parsonage in the West of England; but some there be 
among the novel-reading classes—old experienced folks— 
who know better than this. Some there be who have been 
married, and found that they have still something to see and 
to do, and to suffer mayhap; and that adventures, and 
pains, and pleasures, and taxes, and sunrises and settings, 
and the business and joys and gricf;> of life go on after, as 
before, the nuptial ceremony. 

Therefore, I say, it is an unfair advantage which the 
novelist lakes of hero and heroine, as of his inexperienced 
reader, to say good-bye to the two former, as soon as ever 
they are made husband and wife; and I have often wished 
that additions should be made to all works of fiction which 
have been brought to abrupt terminations in the manner 
described; and that we .should hear what occurs to the 
sober married man, as well as to the ardent bachelor; to 
the matron, as wtII as to the blushing spinster. And in this 
respect I admire (and would desire to imitate) the noble and 
prolific French author, Alexandre Dumas, who carries his 
heroes from early youth down to the most venerable old 
age; and docs not let them rest until they arc so old, that 
It is full time the jX)or fellows should get a little peace and 
quiet. A hero is much too valuable a gentleman to be put 
upon the retired list in the prime and vigour of his youth; 
and I wish to know what lady among us would like to be 
put on the shelf, and thought no longer interesting, because 
she has a family growing up, and is four or five and thirty 
years of age ? I have known ladies at sixty with hearts as 
tender and ideas as romantic as any young misses of six¬ 
teen. Let us have middle-aged novels then, as well as your 
cxtrcntcly juvenile legends: let the young ones be warned 
that the old folks have a right to be interesting: and that a 
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lady may continue to have a heart, although she is some¬ 
what stouter than she was when a school-girl, and a man bis 
feelings, although he gets his hair from Trucfitt’s, 

I Thus I would desire that the biographies of many of our 
most illustrious personages of romance should be continued 
by htting hands, and that they should be heard of, until at 
least a decent age,—I..ook at Mr. James’s heroes: they 
invariably marry young. l..ook at Mr. Dickens’s: they dis¬ 
appear from the scene when they are mere chits. I trust 
these authors, who are still alive, will see the propriety of 
telling us something more about people in whom we took a 
considerable interest, and who must be at present strong 
and hearty, and in the full vigour of health and intellect. 
And in the tales of the great Sir Walter (may honour be to 
his name), I am sure there are a number of people who arc 
untimely carried away from us, and of whom we ought to 
hear more. 

My dear Rebecca, daughter of Isaac of York, has alwa3rs. 
in my mind, been one of thtse; nor can I ever believe that 
such a woman, so admirable, so tender, so heroic, so beauti¬ 
ful, could disappear altogether before such another woman 
as Rowena, that vapid flaxen-headed creature, who is, in my 
humble opinion, unworthy of Ivanhoe, and unworthy of her 
place as heroine. Had both of them got their rights, it ever 
seemed to me that Rebecca would have had the husband, 
and Rowena would have gone off to a convent and shut her¬ 
self up, where I, for one, would never have taken the trouble 
of inquiring for her. 

But after all she married Ivanhoe. What is to be done ? 
There is no help for it. There it is in black and white at 
the end of th ,* third volume of Sir Walter Scott’s chronicle, 
that the couple were joined together in matrimony. And must 
the Disinherited Knight, whose blood has been fired by the 
suns of Palestine, and whose heart has been warmed in the 
company of the tender and beautiful Rebecca, sit down 
contented for life by the side of such a frigid piece of 
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propriety as that icy, faultless, prim, niminy-piminy Rowena? 
Forbid it, fate; forbid it, poetical justice J There is a simple 
plan for setting matters right, and giving all parties their 
due, which is here submitted to the novel-reader. Ivanhoc’s 
history musf have had a continuation : and it is this which 
ensues. I may be wrong in some particulars of the narrative, 
—as what writer will not be ?—but of the main incidents of 
the history, I have in my own mind no sort of doubt, and 
confidently submit them to that generous public which likes 
to see virtue righted, true love rewarded, and the brilliant 
Fairy descend out of the blazing chariot at the end of the 
pantomime, and make Harlequin and Columbine happy. 
What, if reality be not so, gentlemen and ladies; and if, 
after dancing a variety of jigs and antics, and jumping in 
and out of endless trap-doors anti windows, through life’s 
shifting scenes, no fairy comes down to make us comfortable 
at the close of the performance ? Ah ! let us give our honest 
novel-folks the benefit of their position, and not be envious 
of their good luck. 

No person who has read the preceding volumes of this 
history, as the famous chronicler of Abbotsford has recorded 
them, can doubt for a moment what was the result of the 
marriage between Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe and Lady Rowena. 
'ITiose who have marked her conduct during her maidenhood, 
her distinguished politeness, her spotless modesty of de¬ 
meanour, her unalterable coolness under all circumstances, 
and Jicr lofty and gentlewom.iniike bearing, must be sure 
that her married conduct would equal her spinster behaviour, 
and that Rowena the wife would be a pattern of correctness 
for all the matrons of England. 

Such was the fact. For miles around Rotherwood her 
character for piety was known. Her castle was a rendezvous 
for all the clergy and monks of the district, whom she fed 
with the richest viands, w'hile she pinched herself upon pulse 
and water. There was not an invalid in the three Ridings, 
Saxon or Norman, but the palfrey of the Lady Rowena 
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might be seen journeying to his door, in company 
Father Glauber, her almoner, and Brother Thomas of 
Epsom, her leech. She lighted up all the churches in York- 
shire with wax-candles, the offerings of her piety. The 
bells of her chapel began to ring at two o'clock in the 
morning; and all the domestics of Rotherwood were called 
upon to attend at matins, at compline, at nones, at vespers, 
and at sermon. I need not say that fasting was observed 
with all the rigours of the Church; and that those of the 
servants of the Lady Rowena were looked upon with most 
favour whose hair-shirts were the roughest, and who flagel¬ 
lated tlicmselves with the most becoming perseverance. 



Whether it was that this discipline cleared poor Wamba’s 
wits or cooled his humour, it is certain that he became the 
most melancholy fool in England, and if ever he ventured 
upon a pun to the shuddering poor servitors, who were 
mumbling their dry crusts below the salt, it was such a faint 
and stale joke .bat nobody dared to laugh at the innuendoes 
of the unfortunate wag, and a sickly smile was the best 
applause he could muster. Once, indeed, when Guffo, the 
goose-boy (a half-witted poor wretch), laughed outright at a 
lamentably stale pun which Wamba palmed upon him at 
supper-time (it was dark, and the torches being brought 
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in, Wamba said, “Cuffo, they can’t sec their way in the 
argument, and are going to throw a little light vpon the 
subject"), the Lady Rowena, being disturbed in a theologi¬ 
cal controversy with Father Willibald (afterwards canonised 
as St. Willibald, of Bareacres, hermit and confessor), called 
out to know what was the cause of the unseemly interrup¬ 
tion, and Guffo and Wamba being pointed out as the 
culprits, ordered them straightway into the courtyard, and 
three dozen to be administered to each of them. 

“ I got you out of Front-de-BoPufs castle,” said poor 
Wamb.i piteously, appealing to Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, “and 
canst thou not save me from the lash?" 

“ Yes, from P'ront-de-Bamf s castle, where you were locked 
uf) with the Jewess in the tower!" said Rowena, haughtily 
replying lu the timid appeal of her husband. “ Gurlh, gave 
him four dozen ! ” 

And this was all poor Wamba got by applying for the 
mediation of his master. 

In fact, Rowena knew her own dignity so well as a 
princess of the Royal blood of England, that Sir Wilfrid of 
Ivanhoe, her consort, could scarcely call his life his own, 
and was made, in all things, to feel the inferiority of his 
station. And which of us is there acquainted with the sex 
that has not remarked this propensity in lovely woman, and 
how often the wisest in the council are made to be as fools 
at her l>oard, and the boldest in the battle-field arc craven 
when facing her distaff? 

“ Where you were locked up with the Jewess in the tozoer,” 
was a remark, too, of %vhich Wilfrid keenly felt, and per¬ 
haps the reader will understand, the significancy. When 
the daughter of Isaac of York brought her diamonds and 
rubies—tlie poor gentle victim !—and, meekly laying them 
at the feet of the conquering Rowena, departed into foreign 
lands to tend the sick of her people, and to brood over the 
bootless passion which consumed her own pure heart, one 
would have thought that the heart of the Royal lady would 
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have melted before such beauty and humility, and that she 
would have been generous in the moment of her victory. 

But did you ever know a right-minded woman pardon 
another for being handsome and more love-worthy tl^an 
herself? The Lady Ro\\ena did certainly say with mighty 
magnanimity to the Jewish maiden, "Come and live with 
me as a sister," as the former part of this history show's; 
but Rebecca knew in her heart that her Ladyship's proposi¬ 
tion w'as what is called bosk (in that noble Eastern language 
with which Wilfrid the Crusader was familiar), or fudge, 
in plain Saxon ; and retired with a broken gentle spirit, 
neither able to boar the sight of her rival’s happiness, nor 
willing to disturb it by the contrast of her own wretchedness, 
Rowena, like the most high-bred and virtuous of women, 
never forgave Isaac’s daughter her beauty, nor her flirtation 
with Wilfrid (as the Saxon lady chose to term it); nor, 
above all, her admirable diamonds and jewels, although 
Rowena was actually in possession of them. 

In a word, she was alw'ays flinging Rebecca into Ivanhoe’s 
teeth. There was not a day in his life but that unhappy 
warrior was made to remember that a Hebrew damsel had 
been in love with him, and that a Christian lady of fashion 
could never forgive the insult. For instance, if Gurth, Uie 
swine-herd, who was now promoted to be a gamekeeper 
and verdcrer, brought the account of a famous wild-boar 
in the wood, and proposed a hunt, Rowena would say, 
**Do, Sir Wilfrid, persecute these poor pigs: you know 
your friends the Jews can’t abide them !" Or when, as it 
oft would happen, our lion-hearted monarch, Richard, in 
order to get a loan or a benevolence from the Jews, would 
roast a few of the Hebrew capitalists, or extract some of 
the principal rabbis’ teeth, Rowena would exult and say, 
"Serve them right, the misbelieving wretches! England 
can never be a happy country until every one of these 
monsters is exterminated! "—or else, adopting a strain of 
filfll more savage sarcasm, would exclaim, "Ivanhoc 



134 REBECCA AND ROWENA. 

dear, more persecution for the Jews! Hadn't you better 
interfere, my love? His Majesty would do anything for 
you ; and, you know, the Jews were always such favourites 
of yours," or words to that effect. But, nevertheless, her 
Ladyship never lost an opportunity of wearing Rebecca's 
jewels at Court, whenever the Queen held a drawing-room ; 
or at the York assizes and ball, when .she appeared there: 
not of course because she took any interest in such things, 
but because she considered it her duty to attend, as one of 
the chief ladies of the county. 

Thus Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, having attained the height 
of his wishes, was, like many a man when he has reached 
that dangerous <‘levation, disappointed. Ah, dear friends, 
it is but too often so in life! Many a garden, seen from 
a distance, looks fresh and green, which, when Ixiheld 
closely, is dismal and weedy; the shady walks melancholy 
and gra.ss-grown; the bowers you would fain repose in, 
cushioned with stinging-nettles. I have ridden in a caique 
upon the waters of the Bosphorus, and looked upon the 
capital of the Soldan of Turkey. As seen from those blue 
waters, with palace and pinnacle, with gilded dome and 
towering cypress, it seemeth a very Ikiradise of Mahound: 
but, enter the city, and it i.s but a beggarly labyrinth of rickety 
huts and dirty alleys, where the ways are steep and the smells 
are foul, tenanted by mangy dogs and ragged beggars— 
a dismal illusion ! Life is such, ah, well-a-day ! It is only 
hope w'hich is real, and reality is a bitterness and a deceit. 

Perhaps a man with Ivanhoe's high principles would never 
bring himself to acknowledge this fact; but others did for 
him. He grew thin, and pined away as much as if he had 
been in a fever under the scorching sun of Ascalon. He 
had no appetite for his meals; he slept ill, though he was 
yawning all day. The jangling of the doctors and friars 
whom Rowena brought together did not in the least enliven 
him, and he would sometimes give proofs of somnolency 
(Juring their disputes, greatly to the consternation of bis 
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lady. He hunted a good deal, and, I very much fear, as 
Rowena rightly remarked, that he might have an excuse 
for being absent from home. • He began to like wine, loo, 
who bad been as sober as a hermit; and when he came 
back from Athclstane's (whither he would repair not unfre- 
quently), the unsteadiness of his gait and the unnatural 
brilliancy of his eye were remarked by his lady: who, you 
may be sure, was sitting up for him. As for Athelstane, 
he swore by St. Wulfstan that he was glad to have escaped 
a marriage with such a pattern of propriety; and honest 
Cedric the Saxon (who had been very speedily driven out 
of his daughter-in-law's castle) vowed by St, Waltheof that 
his son had bought a dear bargain. 

So Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe became almost as tired of 
England as his Royal master Richard was (who always 
quitted the country when he had squeezed from hts loyal 
nobles, commons, clergy, and Jews, all the money which 
he could get), and when the lion-hearted Prince l^egan to 
make war against the French King, in Normandy and 
Guienne, Sir W'llfrid pined like a true servant to be in the 
company of the good champion, alongside of whom he had 
shivered so many lances, and dealt such woundy blows of 
sword and battle-axe on the plains of Jaffa or the breaches 
of Acre. Travellers were welcome at Rotherwood that 
brought news from the camp of the good King: and I 
warrant me that the knight listened with all his might when 
Father Drono, the chaplain, read in the . 9 /. James's Chrony- 
kyll (which was the paper of news he of Ivanhoe took in) of 
“another glorious triumph"—“Defeat of the French near 
Blois"—“Splendid victory at Eptc, and narrow escape of 
the French King: '* the which deeds of arms the learned 
scribes had to narrate. 

However such tales might excite him during the reading, 
they left the Knight of Ivanhoe only the more melancholy 
after listening: and the more moody as he sat in his great 
hall silently draining his Gascony wine. Silently sat he an^ 
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looked at his coats-of-mail hanging vacant on the wallrhis 
banner covered with spider-webs, and his sword and axe 
rusting there. " Ah, dear axe," sighed he (into his drinking- 
horn)—"ah, gentle steel! that was a merry time when 1 
sent thee crashing into the pate of the Emir Abdul Melik 
as he rode on the right of Saladin. Ah, my sword, my 
dainty headsman 1 my sweet split-rib I my razor of infidel 

beards I is the rust to eat thine edge off, and am I never 

« 

more to wield thee in battle? What is the use of a shield 
on a wall, or a lancc that has a (obweb for a pennon? 
O Richard, my good king, would I could hear once more 
thy voic(? in the front of the onset! Bones of Brian the 
Templar 1 w'ould ye could rise from your grave at Temple- 
stowe, and that we might break another spear for honour 
and—and"- 

"And Rebecca,'' he would have said; but the knight 
paused here in rather a guilty panic; and her Royal High¬ 
ness the Princess Rowena (as she chose to style herself at 
home) looked so hard at him out of her china-blue eyes, 
that Sir Wilfrid felt as if she were reading his thoughts, and 
was fain to drop his own eyes into his flagon. 

In a word, his life was intolerable. The dinner-hour of 
the twelfth century', it is known, was very early; in fact, 
people dined at ten o'clock in the morning; and after dinner 
Rowena sat mum under her canopy, embroidered with the 
arms of JCdward the Confessor, working with her maidens 
at the most hideous pieces of tapestry, representing the 
tortures and martyrdoms of her favourite saints, and not 
allowing a soul to speak above his breath, except when she 
chose to cry out in her owm shrill voice when a handmaid 
made a wrong stitch, or let fall a ball of worsted. It vras a 
dreary life. Wamba, we have said, never ventured to crack 
a joke, save in a whisper, when he was ten miles from home; 
and then Sir Wilfrid Ivanhoe was too weary and blue- 
devilled to laugh; but hunted in silence, moodily bringing 
^wn deer and wild-boar with shaft and quaircl. 



COMHEKCBM£NT OF THE BUSIKESS. 1 57 

Then he besought Robin of Huntingdon, the jolly outlaw, 
nathless, to join him, and go to the help of their fair sire 
King Richard, with a score or two of lances. But the Rarl 
of Huntingdon was a very different character from Robin 
Hood the forester. There was no more conscientious magis¬ 
trate in all the county than his Lordship: he was never 
known to miss church or quarter-sessions; he was the 
strictest game-proprietor in all the Riding, and sent scores 
of poachers to Botany Bay. "A man w'ho has a stake in 
the country, my good Sir Wilfrid," Lord Huntingdon said, 
with rather a patronising air (his Lordship had grown 
immensely fat since the King had taken him into grace, and 
required a horse as strong as an elephant to mount him)— 
'*a man with a stake in the country ought to st.ay in the 
country. Property has its duties as well as its privileges, 
and a person of my rank is bound to live on the land from 
which he gels his living." 

"Amen!" sang out the Reverend —— Tuck, his Lord¬ 
ship's domestic chaplain, who had also grown as sleek os the 
Abbot of Jorvaulx, who was as prim as a lady in his dress, 
wore bergamot In his handkerchief, and had his poll shaved 
and his beard curled every day. And so sanctified was his 
reverence grown, that he thought it was a shame to kill the 
pretty deer (though he ate of them still hugely, lx)ih in 
pasties and with French beans and currant-jelly), and being 
shown a quarter-staff upon a certain occasion, handled it 
curiously, and asked ‘ ‘ what that ugly great stick was ?" 

Lady Huntingdon, late Maid Marian, had still some of 
her old fun and spirits, and poor Ivanhoe begged and 
prayed that she would come and stay at Rotherwood occa¬ 
sionally, and /gayer the general dulness of that castle. But 
her Ladyship said that Rowena gave herself such airs, and 
bored her so intolerably with stories of King Edward the 
Confessor, that she preferred any place rather than Rother¬ 
wood, which was as dull as if it bad been at the top of 
Mount Atbos. 
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The only person who visited it was Athelstanc. “His 
Royal Highness the Prince" Rowena of course called him, 
whom the lady received with Royal honours. She had the 
guns fired, and the footmen turned out with presented amis 
when he arrived ; helped him to all Ivanhoe’s favourite cuts 
of the mutton or tlic turk(;y, and forced her poor husband to 
light him to the state bedroom, walking backwards, holding 
a pair of wax-candles. At this hour of bed-time the Thane 
used to be in such a condition, that he saw two pair of 
candles and two Ivanhoes reeling before him. Let us hope 
it was not Ivanhoc that was reeling, but only his kinsman's 
brains muddled with the quantities of drink which it was his 
daily custom to consume. Rowena said it was the crack 
which the wicked Bois Guilbert, “ the Jewess's other lover, 
Wilfrid my dear," gave him on his Royal skull, which 
caused the Prince to be disturbed so easily; but added, that 
drinking laccame a person of Royal blood, and was but one 
of the duties of his station. 

Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe saw it would be of no avail to ask 
this man to bepr him company on his projected tour abroad; 
but still he himself was every day more and more bent upon 
going, and he long cast about for some means of breaking 
to his Rowena his fimi resolution to join the King. He 
thought she would certainly fall ill if he communicated the 
news too abruptly to her: he would pretend a journey to 
York to attend a grand jury; then a call to London on law 
business or to buy stock; then he would slip over to Calais 
by the packet, by degrees as it were; and so be with the 
King liefore his wife knew that he was out of sight of 
Westminster Hall. 

“ Suppose your honour says you are going as your honour 
would say Do! to a goose, plump, short, and to the point,*' 
said Wamba the Jester—who was Sir Wilfrid’s chief coun¬ 
sellor and attendant—‘ ‘ depend on't her Highness would bear 
the news like a Christian woman." 

^ “ Tush, malapert I I will give thee the strap/' said Sir 
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Wilfrid, in a fine tone of high-tragedy indignation. Thou 
knowest not the delicacy of the nerves of high-bom ladies. 
An she faint not, write me down Hollander." 

I will wager my bauble against an Irish billet of exchange 
that she will let your honour go off readily: that is. if 
you press not the matter too strongly," Wamba answered, 
knowingly. And this Ivanhoe found to his discomfiture: 
for one morning at breakfast, adopting a as he 

sipped his tea, he said, “ My love, I was thinking of going 
over to pay His Majesty a visit in Normandy." Upon 
which, laying down her muffin (which since the Royal Alfred 
baked those cakes, had been the chosen breakfast cate of 
noble Anglo-Saxons, and which a kneeling page tendered 
to her on a salver, chased by the Florentine, Benvenuto 
Cellini)—“ When do you think of going, Wilfrid my dear?" 
the lady .said ; and the moment the tea-things were removed, 
and the tables and their trestles put away, she set about 
mending his linen, and getting ready his carpet-bag. 

So Sir Wilfrid was as disgiLSied at her readiness to part 
with him as he had Ix-eii weary of slaying at home, which 
caused Wamba the Fool to say, “ Marry, gossip, thou art 
like the man on ship-board, who, w'hcn the boatswain 
flogged him, did cry out ' Oh ! ’ wherever the ropie's-end fell 
on him; which caused Master Boatswain to say, * Plague on 
thee, fellow, and a pize on thee, knave, wherever I hit thee 
there is no pleasing thee.’ ” 

’’And truly there are some backs which Fortune is always 
belabouring," thought Sir Wilfrid with a groan, “and mine 
is one that is ever sore." 

So, with a moderate retinue, whereof the knave Wamba 
made one, and a large woollen comforter round his neck, 
which his wife’s own while fingers had woven, Sir Wilfrid of 
Ivanhoe left home to join the King his master. Rowena, 
standing on the steps, poured out a series of pmyers and 
blessings, most edifying to hear, as her lord mounted his 
charger, which his squires led to the door. “It was the ^ 
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duty of the British female of rank,” she said, "to suffer all 
—all in the cause of her sovereign. She would not fear 
loneliness during the campaign ; she would bear up against 
widowhood, desertion, and an unprotected situation." 

"My cousin Athelslane will protect thee," said Ivanhoe, 
with profound emotion, as the tears trickled down his 
basenct; and bestowing a chaste salute upon the stcehclad 
warrior, Rowena modestly said " she ho{)ed his Highness 
would lx* so kind." 

Then Ivanhoe’s trumpet blew; then Rowena waved her 
pocket-handkerchief: then the household gave a shout: then 
the pursuivant of the good knight, Sir Wilfrid the Crusader, 
flung out his banner (which was argent, a gules craraoisy 
with three M*.x)rs impaled sable); then Wainba gave a lash 
on his mule's haunch, and Ivanhoe, heaving a great sigh, 
turned the tail of his war-horse upon the castle of his fathers. 

As they rode along the forest, they met Athelstane the 
Thane pounding along the road in the direction of Rother- 
wood on his great dray-horse of a charger. "Good-bye, 
good luck to you, old brick," cried the Prince, using the 
vernacular Sa.Yon. "Pitch into those Frenchmen; give it 
’em over the face and eyes; and I'll stop at home and take 
care of Mrs. I." 

"Th.ink you, kinsman,” said Ivanhoe—looking, however, 
not particularly well plcnsed ; and the chiefs shaking hands, 
the train of each took its different w^ay—Athelstane’s to 
Rothenvood, Ivanhoe’s towards his place of embarkation. 

The poor knight had his wish, and yet his face was a yard 
long and as yellow as a lawyer's pvarchment; and having 
longed to quit home any time these three years past, he 
found himself envying Athelstane, because, forsooth, he was 
going to Roihcrwood; which symptoms of discontent being 
observed by the witless Wamba, caused that absurd mad¬ 
man to bring his rebeck over his sbouU^er from his back, 
and to sing— 
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“ATRA CURA. 

** Before I lost my five poor wits, 

1 mind me of a Romish clerk, 

Who sang how Care, the phantom dark. 

Beside the belted horseman sits. ^ 

Methought I saw the griesly sprite 
Jump up but now behind my Might.” 

Perhaps thou didst, knave," said Ivanhoe, looking over 
his shoulder; and the knave went on with his jingle:— 

“ And though he ^llop a.s he may, 

1 mark that cursed monster black 
Still Mts behind his honour's back. 

Tight squeezing of his heart alway. 

Like two black Templars sit they there, 

Beside one crupiier, Knight and Care. 

No knight am I with pennoned .spear, 

To prance upon a bold clesircre : 

I will not ha^e black C'arc prevail 
Upon rny long>eared charger's tail; 

For lo, I am a witless fool, 

And laugh at Grief and ride a mule.” 

And his bells rattled as he kicked his mule's sides. 

‘'Silence, fooll" said Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoc, in a voice 
both majestic and wrathful. "If thou knowesl not care 
and grief, it is because thou knowest not love, whereof they 
are the companions. Who can love without an anxious 
heart ? How shall there be joy at meeting, without tears at 
parting? " ("I did not see that his honour or my Lady shed 
many anon," thought Wamba the Fool; but he was only a 
cany, and his mind was not right.) "1 would not exchange 
my very sorrows for thine indifference," the knight continued. 
“Where there is a sun, there must be a shadow. If the 
shadow offend mo, shall 1 put out my eyes and live in the 
dark ? No! I am content with my fate, even such as it is. 
The care of which thou speakest, hard though it may vex 
him, never yet rode down an honest man. I can bear him 
on my shouldeis, and make my way through the world’s 
press in spile of him; for my arm is strong, and my sword 
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is keen, and my shield has no stain on it; and my heart, 
though it is sad, knows no guile." And here, taking a 
locket out of his waistcoat (which was made of chain>niail), 
the knight kissed the token, put it back under the waistcoat 
again, heaved a profound sigh, and stuck spurs into his 
horse. 

As for Warnba, he was munching a black pudding whilst 
Sir Wilfrid was making the above speech (which implied 
some secret grief on the knight's part that must have been 
perfectly unintelligible to the fool), and so did not listen 
to a single word of Ivanhoe's poinjxjus remarks. They 
travelled on by slow stages through the whole kingdom, 
until they came to Dover, wh<'nce they took shipping for 
Calais. And in this little voyage, being exceedingly .sea¬ 
sick, and besides cl.ited at the tliought of meeting his sove¬ 
reign, the good knight cast away that profound melancholy 
which had accompanied him during the whole of his land 
journey. 


CHAPTER II. 

The Last Days of the Lion, 

FjrOM Calais Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe took the diligence across 
country to Limoges, sending on (Jurth, his squire, with the 
horses and the rest of his attendants : with the exception of 
Warnba, who travelled not only as the knight’s fool, but as 
his valet, and who, perched on the roof of the carriage, 
amused himself by blowing tunes upon the conducteur's 
h'rench horn. The good King Richard was, as Ivanhoe 
learned, in the Limousin, encamped before a little place 
called Chalus; the lord whereof, though a vassal of the 
King's, was holding the castle against his sovereign with a 
resolution and valour which caused a great fury and annoy¬ 
ance on the part of the Monarch with the Lion Heart. For 
brave and magnanimous as he was, the IJon-hearted one 
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did not love to be balked any more than another; and, 
like the i^oyal animal whom he was said to resemble, he 
commonly tore his adversary to pieces, and then, perchance, 
had leisure to think how brave the latter had been. The 
Count of Chalus had found, it was said, a pot of money, 
the Royal Richard wanted it. As the Count denied that hi* 
had it, why did he not open the gates of his castle at once ? 
It was a clear proof that he was guilty; and the King was 
determined to punish this rebel, and have his money and hi^ 
life too. 

He had naturally brought no breaching guns with him, 
because those instruments were not yet invented; and 
ihouglt he had assaulted the place a score of times with the 
utmost fury, His Majesty had Ixum beaten back on every 
occasion, until he was so savage that it was dangerous to 
approach the British Lion. 7'hc Lion's w'ife, the lovely 
Berengaria, scarcely ventured to come near him. He flung 
the Joint-stools in his tent at the heads of the officers of 
State, and kicked his aides-de-camp round his pavilion; 
and, in fact, a maid of honour, who brought a sack-posset 
in to His Majesty from the Queen, after he came in from 
the assault, came spinning like a football out of the Royal 
tent just as Ivanhoc entered it. 

“ Send me my drum-major to flog that woman !" roared 
out the infuriate King. “By the bones of Saint Barnabas 
she has burned the sack 1 By St. Wittikind, I will have her 
flayed alive. Ha, Saint George ! ha. Saint Richard I whom 
have we here?” And he lifted up his denii-culverin, or 
curtal-axe—a weapon weighing about thirteen hundred¬ 
weight—and was about to fling it at the intruder’s head, 
when the latter, Kneeling gracefully on one knee, said calmly, 
“ It is I, my good liege, Wilfrid of Ivanhoe.” 

“ What, Wilfrid of Tcraplestowe, Wilfrid the married 
man, Wilfrid the henpecked ! ” cried the King with a sudden 
burst of good-humour, flinging away the eulverin from him, 
as though it had been a reed (it lighted three hundred yards 
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off, on the foot of Hugo de Bunyon, who was smoking a cigar 
at the door of his tent, and caused that redoubted warrior to 
limp for some days after). “What, Wilfrid my gossip? 
Art come to sec the lion's den ? There are bones in it, man, 
bones and carcasses, and the lion is angry," said the King, 
with a terrific glare of his eyes. “ But tush ! we will talk of 
that anon. TIo! bring two gallons of hypocras for the 
King and the good knight Wilfrid of Ivanhoe. Thou art 
come in time, Wilfrid ; for, by Saint Richard and Saint 
George, we will give a grand assault to-raorrow. There 
will be bones broken, ha !" 

" I care not, my liege," said Ivanhoe, pledging the 
sovereign respectfully, and tossing off the whole contents of 
the l)owl of hypocras to his Highness’s good health. And 
he at once appeared to be taken into high favour; not a 
little to the envy of many of the persons surrounding the 
King. 

As His Majesty said, there was fighting and feasting in 
plenty before Chains. Day after day, the besiegers made 
assaults upon the castle, but it was held so stoutly by the 
Count of Chains and his gallant garrison, that each afternoon 
beheld the attacking-parties returning disconsolately to their 
tents, leaving behind them many of their own slain, and 
bringing back with them store of broken heads and maimed 
limbs, received in the unsuccessful onset. The valour dis¬ 
played by Ivanhoe in all these contests was prodigious ; and 
the way in which he escaped death from the discharges of 
mangonch;, catapults, battering-rams, twenty-four-pounders, 
boiling oil, and other artillery, with which the besieged 
received their enemies, was remarkable. After a day’s 
fighting. Gurth and Wamba used to pick the arrows out of 
their intrepid master’s coat-of-mail, as if they had been so 
many almonds in a pudding. 'Twas well for the good 
knight, that under his first coat-of-armour he wore a choice 
suit of Toledan steel, perfectly impervious to arrow-shots, 
and given to him by a certain Jew, named Isaac of York, to 



THE LAST DAYS OF THE LION. I45 

whom be had done some considerable services a few years 
back. 

If King Richard had not been in such a rage at the 
repeated failures of his attacks upon the castle, that all sense 
of justice was blinded in the lion-hearted monarch, he would 
have been the first to acknowledge the valour of Sir Wilfrid 
of Ivanhoe, and would have given him a Peerage and the 
Grand Cross of the Bath at least a dozen times in die course 
of the siege: for Ivanhoe led more than a dozen storming- 
parties, and with his own hand killed as many men (viz., two 
thousand three hundred and fifty-one) within six, as were 
slain by the lion-hearted monarch himself. But His Majesty 
was rather disgusted than pleased by his faithful servant's 
prowess; and all the courtiers, who hated Ivanhoe for his 
superior valour and dexterity (for he would kill you off a 
couple of hundred of them of Ch.alus, whilst the strongest 
champions of the King’s host could not finish more than 
their two dozen of a clay), poisoned the Royal mind against 
Sir Wilfrid, and made the King look upon his feats of arms 
with an evil eye. Roger de Backbite snceringly told the 
King that Sir Wilfrid had offered to bet an equal bet that 
he would kill more men than Richard himself in the next 
assault: Peter de Toadhole said that Ivanhoe stated every¬ 
where, that His Majesty was not the man he used to be; 
that pleasures and drink had enervated him ; that he could 
neither ride, nor strike a blow with sword or axe, as he had 
been enabled to do in the old times in Palestine; and finally, 
in the twenty-fifth assault, in which they had very nearly 
carried the place, and in which onset Ivanhoe slew seven, 
and Ills Majesty six. of the sons of the Count de Chalus, its 
defender, Ivanhi>e almost did for himself, by planting his 
banner before the King's upon the wall; and only rescued 
himself from utter disgrace by saving His Majesty's life 
several times in the course of this most desperate onslaught. 

Then the luckless knight's very virtues (as, no doubt, my 
respected readers know) made him enemies amongst the 
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men—nor was Tvanhoe liked by the women frequenting the 
camp of the gay King Richard. His young Queen, and a 
brilliant court of ladies, attended the pleasure-loving monarch. 
His Majesty would transact business in the morning, then 
fight seven'ly from after breakfast till about three o'clock in 
the afternorm ; from which time, until after midnight, there 
was nothing but jigging and singing, feasting and revelry, in 
the Royal tents. Ivanhoe, who was asked as a matter of 
ceremony, and forced to attend these entertainments, not 
caring about the blandishments of anv of the ladies present, 
looked on at their ogling and dancing with a countenance 
as glum as an undertaker's, and was a jxrfect wet-blanket 
in the midst of the festivities. His favourite resort and con¬ 
versation were with a remarkably austere hermit, who lived 
in the neighbourhood of Chalus, and w'ith whom Ivanhoe 
loved to talk al)out Palestine, and the Jews, and other grave 
matters of import, !x;tter than to mingle in the gayest amuse¬ 
ments of the Court of King Richard. Many a night, when 
tile Queen and the ladies w'ere dancing quadrilles and polkas 
(in which His Majesty, who was enormously stout as well as 
tall, insisted upon figuring, and in which he was about as 
graceful as an elephant dancing a hornpipe), Ivanhoe would 
steal away from the ball, and come and have a night's chat 
under the moon with his reverend friend. It pained him to 
sec a man of the Kmg’.s age and size dancing about with 
the young folks, 'ITiey laughed at His Majesty whilst they 
flattered him ; the pages and maids of honour mimicked the 
Royal mountebank almost to his face; and, if Ivanhoe ever 
could have laughed, he certainly would one night, when the 
King, in light-blue satin inexpressibles, with his hair in 
powder, chose to dance the minuet de la cour with the little 
Queen Berengaria. 

Then, after dancing. His Majesty must needs order a 
guitar, and begin to sing. He was said to compose his own 
songs—words and music—but those who have read Lord 
^ CampolMillo’s "Lives of the Lord Chancellors," are aware 
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that there was a person by the name of Blondel, who, in 
fact, did all the musical part of the King’s performances; 
and as for the words, when a King writes verses, we may l)e 
sure there will be plenty of [y'ople to admire his poetry. 
Ilis Majesty would sing you a ballad, of which he had stolen 
every idea, to an air that was ringing on all tlie barrel- 
organs of Christendom, and, turning round to his courtiers, 
would say, How do you like that? I dashed it off this 
rooming.’’ Or, “ Blondel, \\hat do you think of this move¬ 
ment in B flat ? " or what not; and the courtiers and Blondel, 
you may lie sure, would applaud with all their might, like 
hypocrites as they were. 

One evening—it was the evening of the 27 th March, 1199, 
indeed—His Majesty, who was in the musical mood, treated 
the Court with a quantity of his so-called composition, until 
the people were fairly tired of clapping with their hands and 
laughing in their sleeves. First he sang an original air and 
poem, beginning— 

“ Cherries nice, cherries nice, nice, come choose, 

Fresh and fair ones, wlio’ll refuse ? ” &c. 

the which he was ready to take his affidavit he had composed 
the day before yesterday. Then he sang an equally original 
heroic melody, of which the chorus was— 

“ Rule Britannia, Britannia rules the sea, 

For Britons never, never, never slaves shall be," &c. 

The courtiers applauded this song as they did the other, all 
except Ivanhoc, who sat without changing a muscle of his 
features, until the King questioned him, when the knight 
with a bow said “ be thought he had heard something very 
like the air and the words elsewhere." His Majesty scowled 
at him a savage glance from under his red bushy eyebrows ; 
but Ivanhoe had saved the Royal life that day, and the 
King, therefoth, with difficulty controlled his indignation. 

** Well," said he, by Saint Richard and Saint George, 
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but yc never heard thh song, for I composed it this very 
afternoon as I took my bath after the Did 1 not, 

131ondel?’* 

Blondel, of course, was ready to take an affidavit that His 
Majesty had done as he said, and the King, thrumming on 
Ins guitar with his great red fingers and thumbs, began to 
sing out of tunc, and as follows:— 


“COMMANDERS OF THE FAITHFUL. 

“ The Pope he U a happy man, 

His Palace is the Vatican^ 

And there he sits and drains his can: 

Hie Pope he is a happy man. 

I often say when I’m at home, 

I’d hke to be the Pope of Rome. 

“And then there’s Sultan Saladin, 

That I’Drlcish Soldan full of sin ; 

He has a hundred wives at least, 
by which his pleasure is increa.sed: 

I've often wished, I hope no sin, 

That I were Sultan Satadin. 

“ But no, the Pope no wife may choose, 

And so I would not wear his shoes; ^ 

No wine may drink the proud Pa 3 mun, 

And so I'd rather not be him: 

My wife, my wine, 1 love 1 hope, 

And w'ould be neither Turk nor Pope." 

*'Encore 1 Encore! Bravo! Bis!” Everybody applauded 
the King's song with all his might; everybody except 
Ivanhoc, who preserved his abominable gravity; and when 
asked aloud by Roger de Backbite whether he had heard 
that too, said firmly, “ Yes, Roger de Backbite; and so hast 
thou if thou darest but tell the truth.” • 

Now, by Saint Cicely, may I never touch gittern again,” 
bawled the King, in a fury, “ if every note, word, and 
thought be not mine: may 1 die in to-morrow's onslaught if 
the song be not my song. Sing thyself, Wilfrid of the Lan> 
thorn Jaws: thou couldst sing a good song !n old tim^” 
And with oU his might, and with a forced laugh, the King, 
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who loved brutal practical jests, flung his guitar at the head 

of Ivanhoe. 

Sir Wilfrid caught it gracefully with one hand, and making 

an elegant bow to the sovereign, began to chant as follows;— 

“ KING CANUTE. 

“ King Canute was wcary-hearlcd; he had reigned for years a 
score, 

Battling, struggling, pushing, fighting, killing much and robbing 
more, 

And he thought upon his actions, walking by the wild sea-shore. 

“’I’wixt the Chancellor and Bishop walked the King with steps 
sedate; 

Chamberlains and grooms came after, silversticks and goldsticks 
great; 

Chaplains, aides-de-camp, and pages,—all the officers of state. 

Sliding after like his shadow, pausing when he chose to pau.se. 

If a frown his face contracted, straight the courtiers dropped their 
jaws; 

If to laugh the King was minded, out they burst In loud hee-haws. 

^*But that day a something vexed him, that was clear to old and 
young: 

Thrice hU Grace had yawned at table, when his favourite gleemen 
sung; 

Once the Queen would have consoled him, hut he bade her hold 
her tongue. 

Something ails my gracious master,’ cried the Keeper of the 
Seal. ^ , 

* Sure, my Lord, it is the lampreys ser\’cd at dinner, or the veal ?’ 

'Pshal' exclaimed the angry monarch. ‘Keeper, 'tis not that I 
feeL 

'“’Tis the hcati, and not the dinner, fool, that doth my rest 
impair: 

Can a king be great as I am, prithee, and yet know no care ? 

Oh, I'm sick, and tired, and weary.’—Some one cried, 'The King's 
arm-chair 1 ’ 

"Then towards the lackeys turning, quick my Lord the Keeper 
nodded. 

Straight the King’.s great chair was brought him, by two footmen 
aWc-bodied; . . . 

Languidly he sank into it: it was comfortably wadded. 

*“I-eading on my fierce companions,' cried he, ‘over storm and 
brine, 

1 have fought and I have conquered! Where was glory like to 

mine?’ 

Loudly alt the courtiers echoed: * MThere is glory lOce to thine?’ 
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*' * What avail me ull my kingdoms? Weary am I now, and old; 
Those fair sons I have begotten, long to see me dead and cold; 
Would 1 were, and quiet ouncd, underneath the silent mould 1 

*' * Oh, remorse, the writhing serpent! at my bosom tears and bites; 
Horrid horrid things 1 look on, though I put out all the lights; 
Ghosts of ghastly recollections troop alx}Ut my bed of nights. 

“ ‘ Cities burning, convents blazing, red with sacrilegious fires; 
Mother.-, weeping, virgins screaming, vainly for their slaughtered 
sires.’— 

' Such a tender conscience,’ cries the Bishop, * every one admires. 

**'But for .such unpleasant bygone.^, cease, my gracious lord, to 
.search, 

They’re forgotten and forgiven by our Holy Mother Church ; 

Never never does she leave her l^cnefactors in the lurch. 

“ * Look! the land is crowned with minsters, which your Grace’s 
bounty raised; 

Abbeys filled with holy men, where you and Heairen are daily 
praised : ^ 

VoUy my Lord, to think of dying ? On my conscience I’m amazed I' 

'"Nny, I feel,’ replied King Canute, ‘that my end is drawing 
near.’ 

‘Don't .say so,' exclaimed the courtiers (striving each to squeeze a 
tear). 

‘ Sure your Grace is strong and lusty, and may live this fifty year.' 

“ ‘ Live the.se fifty years I ’ the Bishop roared, with actions made to 
suit. 

'Are ^ou mad, my good l.ord Keeper, thus to speak of King 
Canute ! 

Men have lived a thousand years, and .sure His Majesty will do’t. 

“ * Adam, Enoch, Lamech, Cainan, Mahaleel, Methusela, 

Lived nine hundred years apiece, and mayn't the King os well as 
they?’ 

‘Fervently,’ exclaimed the Keeper, ‘fervently I trust he may.’ 

“ ‘ He to die ?’ resumed the Bishop. ‘ He a mortal like to m f 
Death was not for him intended, though communis ornnOms ; 
Keeper, you are irreligious, for to talk and cavil thus. 

“ ‘ With his wondrous skill in healing ne'er a doctor can compete, 
Loathsome lepers, if he touch them, start up clean upon their fetf J 
Surely he could raise the dead up, did his Highness think it meet. 

“' Did not once the Jewish captain stay the sun upon the hill. 

And, the while he slew the foemen, bid the silver moon stand still? 
So, no doubt, could gracious Canute, if it were his sacred will.' 

"' Might I stay the sun above us, good Sir Bishop ?' Chnute cried; 
* Could I bid the silver moon to pause upon her heavenly ride? 

If the moon obeys my orders, sure 1 can command the tide. 
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** * Will the advancing waves obey me. Bishop, if I make the sign ? * 
Said the Bishop, bowing lowly, *Land and sea, my Lord, are 
thine.' 

Canute turned towards the ocean—' Back!' he said, ' thou foaming 
brine. 

“ * From the sacred shore I stand on, 1 command thee to retreat; 
Venture not, thou stormy rebel, to approach thy master's seat: 
Ocean, be thou still 1 I bid thee come not nearer to my feet 1' 

"But the sullen ocean answered with a louder, deeper roar. 

And the rapid waves drew nearer, falling sounding on the snore; 
Back the Keeper and the Bishop, back the King and courtiers bote. 

" And he stenily bade them never more to kneel to human clay. 

But alone to praise and wordnp That vihich earth and seas obey: 
And his golden crown of empire never wore he from that day. 

King Canute is dead and gone : Parasites exist alway.” 

At this ballad, which, to be sure, was awfully long, and 
as grave as a sermon, some of the courtiers tittered, .some 
yawned, and some affected to lx: asleep and snore outright. 
But Roger de Backbite, thinking to curry f.ivour with the 
King by this piece of s-ulganiy, His Majesty fetched him a 
knock on the no.se and a buffet in the car, which, 1 warmnt 
me, w'akened Master Roger; to whom the King said, *' Listen 
and lx; civil, slave ; Wilfrid is singing about thee.—^Wilfrid, 
thy ballad is long, but it is to the purpose, and I have grown 
cool during thy homily. Give me thy hand, honest friend. 
Ladies, good-night. Gentlemen, we give the grand assault 
to-morrow; when I promise thee, Wilfrid, thy banner shall 
not l)e before mine."—And the King, giving his arm to Her 
Majesty, retired into the private pavilion. 


CHAPTER in. 

St. George for England, 

Whilst the Royal Richard and his Court were feasting in 
the camp outside the walls of Chalus, they of the castle 
were in the most miserable plight that may be conceived. 

Hunger, as well as the fierce assaults of the besiegers, bad 
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made dire ravages in the place. The garrison's provisions 
of corn and cattle, their very horses, dogs, and donkeys, 
had been eaten up—so that it might well be said by Wamba 
‘ ‘ that famine, as well as slaughter, had thinned the garrison.*' 
When the men of Qialus came on the walls to defend it 
against the scaling-parties of King Richard, they were like 
so many skeletons in armour : they could hardly pull their 
bow-strings at last, or pitch down stones on the heads of 
His Majesty’s party, so weak had their arms become; and 
the gigantic Count of Chalus—a warrior as redoubtable for 
his size and strength as Richard Plantagenet himself—was 
scarcely able to lift up his battle-axe upon the day of that 
last assault, when Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe ran him through 
the- But we are advancing matters. 

What should prevent me from describing the agonies of 
hunger which the Count (a man of large appetite) suffered 
in company with his heroic sons and garrison?—Nothing, 
but that Dante has already done the business in the notorious 
history of Count Ugolino; so that my efforts may be con¬ 
sidered as mere imitations. Why should I not, if I were 
minded to revel in horrifying details, show you how the 
famished garrison drew lots, and ate themselves during the 
siege; and how the unlucky lot falling upon the Countess of 
Chalus, that heroic woman, taking an affectionate leave of 
her family, caused her large cauldron in the castle kitchen 
to be set a-boiling, had onions, carrots and herbs, pepper 
and salt made ready, to make a savoury soup, as the French 
like it; and when all things were quite completed, kissed 
her children, jumped into the cauldron from off a kitchen 
stool, and so was stewed down in her flannel bed-gown? 
Dear friends, it is not from want of imagination, or from 
having no turn for the terrible or pathetic, that I spare you 
these details. I could give you some description that would 
spoil your dinner and night's rest, and make your hair stand 
on end. But why harrow your feelings? Fancy all the 
tortures and horrors that possibly can occur in a beleaguered 
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and fainislied castle; fancy the feelings of men who know 
that no more quarter will be given them than they would 
get if they were peaceful Hungarian citizens kidnapped and 
brought to trial by His Majesty the Emperor of Austria; 
and then let us rush on to the breach and prepare once 
more to meet the assault of dreadful King Richard and 
his men. 

On the 29th of March in the year 1199, the good King, 
having copiously partaken of breakfast, caused his trumpets 
to blow, and advanced with his host upon the breach of the 
castle of Chains. Arthur de Pendennis bore his banner ; 
Wilfrid of Ivanhoc fought on the King's right hand. Moly- 
neux. Bishop of Bullocksmithy, doffed crosier and mitre for 
that day, and though fat and pursy, p,anted up the breach 
uith the most resolute spirit, roaring out war-cries and 
curses, and wielding a prodigious mace of iron, with which 
he did goc»d execution. Roger de Backbite was forced to 
come in attendance upon the sovereign, but look care to 
keep in the rear of bis august mtister, and to shelter behind 
his huge triangular shield as much as possible. Many lords 
of note followed tlic King and bore the ladders; and as they 
were placed against the wall, the air was perfectly dark w'ith 
the showers of arrows which the French archers poured out 
at the besiegers, and *.\i2 cataract of stones, kettles, boot- 
jacks, chests of draw'ers, crockery, umbrellas, congreve- 
rockets, bombshells, bolts and arrows, and other missiles, 
which the desperate garrison dung out on the storming 
party. The King received a copper coal-scuttle right over 
his eye, and a mahogany wardrobe was discharged at his 
morion, which would have felled an ox, and would have 
done for the King had not Ivanhoe warded it off' skilfully. 
Still they advanced, the warriors falling around them like 
grass beneath the scythe of the mower. 

The ladders were placed in spite of the hail of death rain¬ 
ing round: and the King and Ivanhoe were, of course, the 
first to mount them. Chains stood in the breach, borrowing 1 
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strength from despair; and roaring out, " Ha I Plantagcnet, 
Saint Barbacue for Chalus ! ” he dealt the King a crack 
across the helmet with his battle-axe, which shore off the gilt 
lion and crown that surmounted the steel cap. The King 
bent and reeled back; the besiegers were dismayed ; the 
garrison and the Court of Chalus set up a shout of triumph : 
but it was premature. 

As quick os thought Ivanhoc was into the Count with a 
thrust in tierce, which took him just at the joint of the armour, 
and ran him through as clean as a spit does a partridge. 
Uttering a horrid shriek, he fell back writhing; the King 
recovering staggered up the parapet; the rush of knights 
followed, and the union-jack was planted triumphantly on 
the walls, just as Ivanhoe,~but wc must leave him for a 
moment. 

" Ha, Saint Richard !—ha, Saint George ! " the tremendous 
voice of the Lion-King was heard over the loudest roar of 
the onset. At every sweep of his blade a severed bead flew 
over the parapet, a spouting trunk tumbled, bleeding, on the 
flags of the bartizan. The world hath never seen a warrior 
equal to that Lion-hearted Plantagenet, as he raged over the 
keep, his eyes flashing fire through the bars of his morion, 
snorting and chafing with the hot lust of battle. One by one 
les tnfani da Chalus had fallen ; there was only one left at 
last of all the brave race ihtil bad fought round the gallant 
Countonly one, and but a boy, a fair-haired boy, a blue- 
eyed boy ! he had been gathering pansies in the fields but 
yesterday—it was but a few years and he was a baby in bis 
mother's arms! What could his puny sword do against the 
most redoubted blade in Christendom?—and yet Bohemond 
faced the great champion of England, and met him foot to 
foot 1 Turn away, turn away, my dear young friends and 
kind-hearted ladies ! Do not look at that ill-fated poor boy! 
his blade is crushed into splinters under the axe of the con¬ 
queror, and the poor child is beaten to his knee! . . • 

** Now, by Saint Barbacue of Limoges," said Bertrand de 
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Gourdon, “ the butcher will never strike down yonder lamb- 
ling ! Hold thy hand, Sir King, or, by Saint Barbacuc ”- 

Swift as thought the veteran archer raised his arblast to 
his shoulder, the whizzing bolt fled from the ringing string, 
and the next moment crashed quivering into the corslet of 
Plantagenet. 

'Twas a luckless shot, Bertrand of Gourdon! Maddened 
by the pain of the wound, the brute nature of Richard was 
aroused : his fiendish appetite for blood rose to madness, and 
grinding his teeth, and with a curse too horrible to mention, 
the flashing axe of the Royal butcher fell down on the blonde 
ringlets of the child, and the children of Chalus were no 
more 1 , , , 

I just throw this off by way of description, and to show 
what might be done if I chose to indulge in this style of com¬ 
position ; but as in the battles which arc described by the 
kindly chronicler, of one of whose works this present master¬ 
piece is professedly a continuation, everything passes off 
agreeably—the people are slain, but without any unpleasant 
sensation to the reader ; nay, some of the most savage and 
blood-stained characters of history, such is the indomitable 
good-humour of the great novelist, become amiable, jovial 
companions, for whom has a hearty sympathy—so, if you 
please, we will have this fighting business at Chalus, and the 
garrison and honest Bertrand of Gourdon, disposed of; the 
former, according to the usage of the good old limes, having 
been bung up or murdered to a man, and the latter killed 
in the manner described by the late Dr. Goldsmith in his 
History. 

As for the Lion-hearted, we all very well know that the 
shaft of Bertrand de Gourdon put an end to the Royal hero 
—and that from that 29th of March he never robbed nor 
murdered any more. And we have legends in recondite 
books of the manner of the King’s death. 

You must die, my son,” said the venerable Walter o^ 
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Rouen, as Berengaria was carried shrieking from the King’s 
tent. “ Repent, Sir King, and separate yourself from your 
children!" 

“It is ill jesting with a dying man,” replied the King. 

Children have I none, my good lord bishop, to inherit 
after me. ” 

“Richard of England,” said the Archbishop, turning up 
his fine eyes, “your vices arc your children. Ambition is 
your eldest child, Cmelty is your second child, Luxury 
is your third child; and you have nourished them from 
your youth up. Separate yourself from these sinful ones, 
and prepaie your soul, for the hour of departure draweth 
nigh.” 

Violent, wicked, sinful, as he might have been, Richard 
of England met his death like a Christian man. Peace be 
to the soul of the brave! When the news came to King 
Philip of France, he sternly forbade his courtiers to rejoice 
at the death of his enemy. “It is no matter of joy but of 
dolour,” he said, “that the bulwark of Christendom and 
the bravest king of Europe is no more.” 

Meanwhile what has become of Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, 
whom we loft in the act of rescuing his sovereign by running 
the Count of Chalus through the body ? 

As the good knight stooped down to pick his sword out 
of the corp.se of his fallen foe, some one coming behind him 
suddenly thrust a dagger into his back at a place where his 
shirt-of-mail was open (for Sir Wilfrid had armed that 
moniing in a hurry, and it was his breast, not his back, 
that he was accustomed ordinarily to pro^ct); and when 
poor Wamba came up on the rampart, w'hich he did when 
the fighting was over,—being such a fool that he could not 
be got to thrust his head into danger for glory's sake—^he 
found his dear knight with the dagger in his back lying 
without life upon the body of the Count de Chalus whom he 
had anon shin. 
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Ah, what a howl poor Wamba set up when he found his 
master killed! How he lamented over the corpse of that 
noble knight and friend! What mattered it to him that 
Richard the King was borne wounded to his tent, and that 
Bertrand dc Gourdon was flayed alive? At another time 
the sight of this spectacle might have amused the simple 
knave; but now all his thoughts were of his lord : so good, 
so gentle, so kind, so loyal, so frank with the great, so 
tender to the poor, so truthful of speech, so modest regard¬ 
ing his own merit, so tme a gentleman, in a word, that 
anytKidy might, with reason, deplore him. 

As Wamba opened the dear knight's corslet, he found a 
locket round his neck, in which there was some hair; not 
flaxen like that of my I-ady Rowena, who wa.s almost as 
fair as an Albino, but as black, Wamba thought, as the 
locks of the Jewish maiden whom the knight had rescued in 
the lists of Temploslowe. A hit of Rowena's hair was in Sir 
Wilfrid's posse^5^on, too; but that w.is in his purse along 
with his seal of arms, and a couple of groats : for the good 
knight never kept any money, so generous was he of his 
largesses w hen money came in. 

Wamba took the purse, and seal, and groats, but he left 
the locket of hair round his master’s neck, and when he 
returned to England linger said a word alxout the circum¬ 
stance. After all, how should he know whose hair it was ? 
It might have been the knight’s grandmother’s hair for 
aught the fool knew; so he kept his counsel when he 
brought back die sad news and tokens to the disconsolate 
widow at RotVicrwood. 

The poor fell'^w would never have left the body at all, 
and indeed .sat by it all night, and until the grey of the 
morning; when, seeing two suspicious-looking characters 
advancing towards him, he fled in dismay, supposing that 
they were marauders who were out searching for booty 
among the dead bodies; and having not the legist courage, 
he fled from these, and tumbled down the breach, and never 
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stopped running as fast as his legs would carry him, until 
he reached the tent of his late beloved master. 

The news of the knight's demise, it appeared, had been 
known at his quarters long before; for his servants were 
gone, and had ridden off on his horses; his chests were 
plundered: there was not so much as a shirt-collar left in 
his drawers, and the very bed and blankets had been carried 
away by these faithful attendants. Who had slain Ivanhoc ? 
That remains a mystery to the p»‘esent day; but Roger de 
Backbite, whose nose he had pulled for defamation, and 
who was behind him in the assault at Chalus, was seen 
two years afterwards at the Court of King John in an 
embroidered velvet waistcoat which Rowena could have 
sworn she had w'orked for Ivanhoc, and about which the 
widow would have made some little noise, but that—but 
that she was no longer a widow. 

That she truly deplored the death of her lord cannot be 
questioned, for she ordered the deepest mourning which any 
milliner in York could supply, and erected a monument to 
his memory as big as a minster. But she was a lady of 
such fine principles, that she did not allow her grief to over¬ 
master her ; and an opportunity speedily arising for uniting 
the two best Saxon families in England, by an alliance 
between herself and the gentleman who offered himself to 
her, Rowena sacrificed her inclination to remain single, to 
her sense of duty; and contracted a second matrimonial 
engagement. 

That Athelstanc was the man, I suppose no reader familiar 
with life, and novels which are a rescript of life, and are all 
strictly natural and edifying, can for a moment doubt. Car¬ 
dinal Pandulfo tied the knot for them : and lest there should 
be any doubt about Ivanhoe’s death (for his body was never 
sent home after all, nor seen after Wamba ran away from 
it), his Eminence procured a Papal decree annulling the 
former marriage, so that Rowena became Mrs. Athelstahe 
with a clear conscience. And who shall be surprisedj if she 
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was happier with the stupid and boozy Thane than with the 
gentle and melancholy Wilfrid? Did women never have a 
predilection for fools, I should like to know; or fall in love 
with donkeys, before the time of the amours of Bottom and 
Titania? Ah! Mary, had you not preferred an ass to a 
man, would you have married Jack Bray, when a Michael 
Angelo offered ? Ah ! Fanny, were you not a woman, would 
you persist in adoring Tom Hiccups, who beats you, and 
comes home tipsy from the Club? Yes, Rowena cared a 
hundred times more about tipsy Athelslane than ever she 
had done for gentle Ivanhoe, and so great was her infatua* 
tion about tlie former, that she would sit upon his knee in 
the presence of all her maidens, and let him smoke his 
cigars m the very drawing-room. 

This is the epitaph she caused to be ^vritten by Father 
Drono (who piqued himself upon his Laiinity) on the stone 
commemorating the death of her late lord :— 

"bic C0t Ouflfci^us, belli bum vifit avibus: 

Cum ijlabio ct (ancc£i» ‘fflormanni«'i ct quoque jfrancia 
Verbera biira babat; per Curcoa multum cquitabat: 
Ouilbertum occfbit: atque l3icro0olv!ma vibit. 

‘bcu! nunc eub fossa sunt tanti militis ossa, 

Uroc Btbcistani cat conju; castissima Ubani. 

And this is the translation which the doggerel knave Wamba 
made of the Latin lines;— 

“ REQUIESCAT. 

“ Under the stone you behold, 

)’ .ried, :ind coiRned, and cold, 

Lieth Sir Wilfrid the Bold. 

Always he marched in advance, 

Warring: in Flanders and FVance, 

Doughty with sword and with lance. 

Famous in Saracen fight, 

Rode in his youth the good knight, 

Scattering Paynims in flight. 
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Brian the Templar untrue, 

Fairly in tourney he slew, 

Saw iiieriisalem too. 

Now he is buried and gone, 

Lying beneath the grey stone; 

Where shall you find such a one ? 

Long time his widow deplored, 

Weeping the fate of her lord, 

Sadly cut off by the sword. 

Wlicn she was cased of her pain, 

Came the good Lonl Athelstane, 

When her Ladyshiji married again.*' 

Alhelstanc burst into a loud laugh, when he heard it, at 
the last line, but Rowena would have had the fool whipped 
had not the Thane interceded; and to hire, she said, she 
could refuse nothing. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Ivanhoe Redivivus, 

I TRUST nobody will suppo.se, from the events described in 
the last chapter, that our friend Ivanhoe is really dead. 
Because we have given him an epitaph or two and a 
monument, are these any reasons that he should be really 
gone out of the world? No; as in the pantomime, when 
we see Clown and Pantaloon lay out Harlequin and ciy 
over him, we are always sure that Master Harlequin W'ill 
be up at the next minute alert and shining in his glistening 
coat; and, after giving a bo.x on the ears to the pair of 
them, will be taking a dance with Columbine, or leapihg 
gaily through the clock-face, or into the three-pair-of-stairs 
window:—so Sir Wilfrid, the Harlequin of our Christmas 
piece, may be run through a little, or may make-belieye 
to be dead, but will assuredly rise up again when he is 
wanted, and show himself at the right moment. 

TTie suspicious-looking characters from whom Wnmba 
ran away were no cut-throats and plunderers, as the poor 
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knave imagined, but no other than Ivanhoe’s friend the 
hermit, and a reverend brother of his, who visited tlie scene 
of the late battle in order to see if any Christians still 
survived there, whom they might shrive and get ready for 
heaven, or to whom they might possibly offer the benefit 
of their skill as leeches. Both were prorligiously learned 
in the healing art; and had about them those precious 
elixirs which so often occur in romances, and with which 
patients are so miraculously restored. Abruptly dropping 
his master's head from his lap as he fled, poor Wamba 
caused the knight’s pate to fall with rather a heavy thump 
to the ground, and if the knave had but stayed a minute 
longer, he would have heard Sir Wilfrid utter a deep groan. 
But though the fool heard him not, the holy hermits did ; 
and to recognise the gallant Wilfrid, to withdraw the 
enormous dagger still sticking out of his back, to wash the 
wound with a portion of the precious elixir, and to pour a 
little of it down his throat, was w’ith the excellent hermits 
the work of an instant: which remedies being applied, one 
of the good men look the knight by the heels, and the 
other by the head, and bore him daintily from the castle 
to their hermitage in a neighbouring rock. As for the 
Count of Chalus, and the remainder of the slain, the 
hermits were too muwl. occupied with Ivanhoe's case to 
mind them, and did not, it appears, give them any elixir: 
so that, if they are really dead, they must stay on the 
rampart stark and cold ; or if otherwise, when the scene 
closes upon them as it does now, they may gel up, shake 
themselves, go to the slips and drink a pot of porter, or 
change their sir*ge-clothes and go home to supper. My 
dear readers, you may settle the matter among yourselves 
as you like. If you wish to kill the characters really off, 
let them be dead, and have done with them: but, enire 
ftoust I don't believe they are any more dead than you 
or I are, and sometimes doubt whether there is a single 
syllable of truth in this whole story. 
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Well, Ivanhoe was taken to the hermits’ cell, and there 
doctored by the holy fathers for his hurts; which were of 
such a severe and dangerous order, that he was under 
medical treatment for a very considerable time. When he 
woke up from his delirium, and asked how long he had 
been ill, fancy his astonishment when he heard that he 
had been in the fever for six years I He thought the 
reverend fatliers were joking at first, but their profession 
forbade them from that sort of levity; and besides, he 
could not possibly have got well any sooner, because the 
story vv(n:kl have been sailly jnit out bad he appeared 
earlier. And it proves h<nv good the fathers were to him, 
and how very nearly that seoundrel of a Roger de Backbite’s 
dagger had finished him, that he did not get well under 
this great length of time; during the whole of which the 
fathers tended him without ever thinking of a fee. I know 
of a kind physician in this town who does as much some¬ 
times ; but 1 won't do him the ill service of mentioning his 
name here. 

Ivanhoe, Ixiing now quickly pronounced well, trimmed his 
beard, w'hich by this lime hung down considerably below 
his knees, and calling for his suit of chain armour, which 
before had fitted his elegant person as tight as wax, now put 
it on, and it bagged and hung so loosely about him, that 
even the good friars laughed at his absurd appearance. It 
was impossible that he should go about the country in such 
a garb as that: the very boys would laugh at him : so the 
friars gave him one of their old gowns, in which he disguised 
himself, and, after taking an affectionate farewell of his 
friends, set forth on his return to his native country. As he 
went along, he learned that Richard was dead, that John 
reigned, that Prince Arthur had been poisoned, and was of 
course made acquainted with various other facts of public 
importance recorded in Pinnock's Catechism and the His¬ 
toric Page. 

But these subjects did not interest him near so much as 
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his own private affairs; and I can fancy that his legs trembled 
under him, and his pilgrim's staff shook w'ith emotion, as at 
length, after many perils, he came in sight of his paternal 
mansion of Rotherwood, and saw once more the chimneys 
smoking, the shadows of the oaks over the grass in the sun¬ 
set, and the rooks winging over the trees. He heard the 
supper gong sounding: he knew his way to the door well 
enough : he entered the familiar hall with a benedicite, and 
without any more words took his place. 

You might have thought for a moment that the grey friar 
trembled and his shrunken check looked deadly pale; but 
he recovered himself presently: nor could you see his pallor 
for the cowl which covered his face. 

A little boy was playing on Athclstane’s knee; Rowena, 
smiling and patting the Saxon Thane fondly on his broad 
bull-head, filled him a huge* cup of spiced wine from a golden 
jug. He drained a ejuart of the liquor, and, turning round, 
addressed the friar— 

“And so, grey frerc, thou sawest good King Richard fall 
at Chalus by the liolt of that felon liownian?" 

"We did, an it please you. The brothers of our house 
attended the good King in his last moments : in truth, he 
made a Christian ending l" 

"And didst thou see the archer flayed alive? It must 
have been rare sport,” roared Athelstane, laughing hugely 
at the joke. “ How the fellow must have how led I ” 

“My love!” said Rowena, interposing tenderly, and 
putting a pretty white finger on his lip. 

“ I would have liked to see it loo,” cried the boy, 

“That's my owm little Cedric, and so thou shalt. And, 
friar, didst see my poor kinsman Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe? 
They say he fought well at Chalus ? ” 

“My sweet lord,” again interposed Rowena, “mention 
him not.” 

“Why, because thou and he were so tender in days of 
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yore—when you could not bear my plain face, being all in 
love with his pale one ? '* 

“Those times are past now, dear Atbelstane," said his 
affectionate wife, looking up to the ceiling. 

“Marry, thou never couldst forgive him the Jewess, 
Rowenji.” 

“The odious hussy • flon’t mention the name of the un¬ 
believing creatme,'’ exelrumed the lady. 

“ Well, well, poor Wil was a goo<J lad —a thought melan¬ 
choly and milksop though. Why, a pint of sack fuddled 
his poor brains.” 

“SirW'ilfnd of Ivanhocwas a good lance,” .said the friar. 
*' I have heard there was none bettor in Christendom. He 
lay in our convent after his wounds, and it was there wc 
tended him till he died. He was buried in our north 
cIoiSttT,” 

“An<l there's an end of him,” said Athelstane. “But 
come, this is dismal talk. W'hcre's Wamba the Jester? 
Let us have a song. Stir up, Wamln, and don’t lie like a 
dug in the fire ! Sing us a song, thou crack-brained jester, 
and le;iveoff whimpering for bygones. Tush, man 1 There 
be many good fellows left in this world." 

“There be buzzards in eagles’ nests,” Wamba said, who 
was lying :.tretehcd Ixifore the fire, sharing the hea^h wath 
the Thane's dogs. “There be dead men alive, and live 
men dead, Iherc tie merry songs and dismal songs. 
Marry, and the merriest arc the saddest sometimes. I will 
leave off motley and wear black, gossip Athelstane. I will 
turn howler at funerals, and then, perhaps. I shall be meny. 
Motley is fit for mutes, and black for fools. Give me some 
drink, gossip, for my voice is as cracked as my brain.” 

“Drink and sing, thou beast, and cease prating,” the 
Thane s.iid. 

And WamlKi, touching his rebeck wildly, sat up in the 
chimney-side and curled his* lean shanks together and 
began.— 
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“ LOVE AT TWO SCORE. 

** Ho I pretty page, wkh dimpled chin, 

That never has known the barber’s shear, 

All your aim is woman to win— 

This is the way that boys begin— 

Wait till you've come to forty year I 

Curly gold locks cover foolish brains. 

Billing and cooing is al} your cheer, 

Sighing and singing of midnight strains 
Under Bonnybells’ window-panes. 

Wait till you've come to forty year. 

Forty times oyer let Michaelmas 
Grizzling hair the brain doth clear ; 

Then you know a boy is an ass, 

Then you know the worth of a lass. 

Once you have come to forty year. 

Pledge me round, I bid ye declare, 

All gocxl fellows whose beards arc grey: 

Did not the fairest of tlie fair 
Common grow, and wearisome, ere 
Ever a month was passed away ? 

The reddest lips that ever have kissed, 

The brightest eyes that ever have shone, 

May pray .and whisper and we not list, 

Or look away and never l>e missed, 

Ere yet ever a month was gone. 

Gillian’s dead. Heaven rest her bier, 

How I loved her twenty years sync I 
Marian's married, but 1 sit here, 

Alive and merry at forty year. 

Dipping my nose in the Gascon wine.” 

*'Who taught thee that merry lay, Wamba, thou son of 
Witless?" roared Athclslanc, clattering his cup on the table 
and shouting the chorus. 

"It was a good and holy hermit, sir, the pious clerk of 
Copmanhurst, that you wot of, w’ho played many a prank 
with us in the days that we knew King Richard. Ah, noble 
sir, that was a Jovial time and a good priest." 

"Tht^say the holy priest is sure of the next bishopric, 
my love," said Rowena. " His Majesty hath taken him 
into much favour. My T^rd of Huntingdon looked very 
well at the last ball; but I never could see any beauty in 
the Countess—a freckled blowsy thing, whom they use^j 
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to call Maid Marian: though, for the matter of that, what 
lietwcen her flirtations with Major Littlejohn and Captain 
Scarlett, really”- 

“ Jealous again—haw! haw I ” laughed Athelstane. 

**I am above jealoasy, and scorn it," Rowena answered, 
drawing herself up very majestically. 

" Well, well, Wamba's was a good song,” Athelstane said. 

*' Nay, a wicked song,” said Rowena, turning up her eyes 
as usual. “What! rail at woman's love? Prefer a filthy 
wine-cup to a true: wife? Woman’s love is eternal, my 
Athelstane. He who questions it would be a blasphemer 
were he not a fool. The well-born and wcll-nurtuied gentle¬ 
woman loves once, and once only.” 

pray you, madam, pardon me, I—T am not well,” 
said the grey friar, ri.sing abaiptly from his settle, and 
tottering down the steps of the dais. Wamba sprang after 
him, his bells jingling as he rose, and casting his arms 
round the apparently fainting man, he led him away into 
the court. “ There be dead men alive and live men dead,” 
w'hispered he. “There be coffins to laugh at and marriages 
to cry over. Said 1 not sooth, holy friar?” And when 
they had got out into the solitary court, which was deserted 
by all the followers of the Thane, who were mingling in 
the drunken revelry in the hall, Wamba, seeing that none 
were by, knelt dowm, and, kissing the friar's garment, said, 
*' I knew thee, I knew thcc, my lord and my liege 1" 

“ Get up,” said Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, scarcely able to articu¬ 
late.* “only fools are faithful.” And he passed on, and into 
the little chapel where his father lay buried. All night long 
the friar spent there: and Wamba the Jester lay outside 
watching as mute as the saint over the porch. 

When the morning came, Wamfeii was gone; find the 
knave being in the habit of wandering hither and thither as 
he chose, little notice was taken of his absence by a master 
and mistress who had not much sense of humour. As for 
C 
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Sir Wilfrid, a gentleman of his<'delicacy of feelings could not 
be expected to remain in a house where things so naturally 
disagreeable to him were occurrifig, and he quitted Rother- 
wood incontinently, after paying a dutiful visit to the tomb 
where his old father, Cedric, was buried; and hastened 
on to York, at which city he made himself known to the 
family attorney, a most respectable man, in whose tiands his 
ready money was deposited, and took up a sum sufficient to 
fit himself out with credit, and a handsome retinue, as became 
a knight of consideration. But he changed his name, wore 
a wig and spectacles, and disguised himself entirely, so that 
it was impossible his friends or the public should know him, 
and thus metamorphosed, went about whithersoever his fancy 
led him. He was present at a public ball at York, which thc^ 
Ijord Mayor gave, danced Sir Roger de Coverley in the very 
same set with Rowena—(who was disgusted that Maid 
Marian took precedence of her)—he saw little Athelstane 
over-eat himself at the supper and pledge his big fiither in a 
cup of sack; he met the Reverend Mr. Tuck at a missionary 
meeting, where be seconded a resolution proposed by that 
eminent divine:—in fine, he saw a score of his old acquaint¬ 
ances, none of whom recognised in him the warrior of 
Palestine and Tcmplestowe. Having a large fortune and 
nothing to do, he went about this country performing chari¬ 
ties, slaying robbers, rescuing the distressed, and achieving 
noble feats of arms. Dragons and giants existed in his day 
no more, or be sure he would have had a Ring at them; for 
the truth is, Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe was somewhat sick of the 
life which the hermits of Cbalus had restored to him, and felt 
himself so friendless and solitary that he would not have been 
sorry to come to an end of it. Ah, my dear friends and 
intelligent British public, are there not others who are melan¬ 
choly under a mask of |ft1ety, and who, in the midst of 
crowds, arc lonely ? Liston was a most melancholy man ; 
Grimaldi had feelings, and there are others I wot of—But 
psha 1—let us have the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Ivanhoe to the Rescue, 

The rascally manner in whicli tlic chicken-livered successor 
of Richard of the Lion-hcart conducted himself to all parties, 
to his relatives, his nobles, and his people, is a matter 
notorious, and set forth clearly in the Historic Page : hence, 
although nothing, except pf'rhaps success, can, in my opinion, 
excuse disaffection to the sovereign, or appearance in armed 
rebellion against him, the ]o)al reader will make allowance 
for two of the jinncipal personages of ihis narrative, who will 
have to appear in the present chapter in the odious character 
of rebels to llieir lord and king. It must be remembered, in 
partial cxrul]iation of the fault of Athelstane and Rowena 
(a fault for which they were bitterly punished, as you shall 
presently hear), that the monarch exaspemted his subjects 
in a variety of ways, —that bi^forc he murdered his Royal 
nephew, Prince Ariliur, there was a great question whether 
he was the rightful King of England at all,—that his l)e- 
liaviour as an uncle, and a family man, was likely to wound 
the feelings of any lady and mother,—finally, that there w'cre 
palliations for the conduct of Rowena and Ivanhoe, which it 
now liecomes our duty to relati*. 

When II IS Majesty destroyed Prince Arthur, the Lady 
Rowen.i, who was one of the ladies of honour to the Queen, 
gave up lier place at Court at once, and retired to her castle, 
of Rothenvood. Expressions made use of by her, and dero¬ 
gatory to the character of the sovereign, w’ere carried to the 
monarch's e.irs, by some of those parasites, doubtless, by 
whom it i.s the curse of kings to be attended ; and John swore 
by Saint Peter’s teeth, that he would be revenged upon the 
haughty Saxon lady,—a kind of oath which, though he did 
not trouble himself about all other oaths, he was never known 
to break. It was not for some years after he had registered 
his vOw, that he was enabled to keep it. 

Had h^anlioe been present at Rouen when the King 
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meditated his horrid designs against his nephew, there is little 
doubt that Sir Wilfrid would have prevented them, and 
rescued the boy: for Ivanhoc was, we need scarcely say, a 
hero of romance; and it is the custom and duty of all gentle¬ 
men of that profession to be present on all occasions of 
historic interest, to be engaged in all conspiracies, Royal 
interviews, and remarkable occurrences; and hence Sir 
Wilfrid would certainly have rescued the young prince, had 
he been anywhere in the neighbourhood of Rouen, where the 
foul tragedy occurred. But he was a couple of hundred 
leagues off, at Chalus, when the circumstance happened; tied 
down in his bed as crazy as a Bedlamite, and raving cease¬ 
lessly in the Hebrew tongue (which he had caught up during 
a previous illness in whicli he was tended by a maiden of that 
nation) about a certain Rebecca Ben Isaacs, of whom, being 
a married man, he never would have thought, had he been in 
his sound senses. During this delirium, what were politics 
to him, or he to politics? King John or King Arthur were 
entirely indifferent to a man who announced to his nurse- 
tenders, the good hermits of Chalus before mentioned, that 
he was the Marquis of Jericho, and about to marry Reloecca 
the Queen of Sheba. In a word, he only heard of what had 
occurred when he reached England, and his senses were 
restored to him. Whether was he happier, sound of brain 
and entirely miserable (as any man would be who found so 
admirable a wife as Rowena married again), or perfectly 
crazy, the husband of the beautiful Rebecca ? I don’t know 
which be liked best. 

Howbeit, the conduct of King John inspired Sir WilfricI 
with so thorough a detestation of that sovereign, that he 
never could be brought to take service under him \ to get 
himsdf presented at Saint James’s, or in any way to ac¬ 
knowledge, but by stem acquiescence, the authority of 
sanguinary successor of his beloved King Richard. It was 
Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, I need scarcely say, who got the 
Barons of England to league together and extort from the 

you I. K 
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King that famous instrument and palladium of our liberties 
at present in the British Museum, Great Russell Street, 
Bloomsbury—the Magna Cbarta. His name does not natu¬ 
rally ^ appear in the list of Barons, because be was only a 
knight, and a knight in disguise too: nor does Atbelstane's 
signature figure on that document. Atbclstanc, in the first 
place, could not write; nor did he care a penny-piece about 
politics, so long as he could drink his wine at home undis¬ 
turbed, and have his hunting and shooting in quiet 

It was not until the King wanted to interfere with the 
sport of every gentleman in England (as we know by 
reference to the Historic Page that this odious monarch 
did), that Athelstanc broke out into open rebellion, along 
with several Yorkshire squires and noblemen. It is recorded 
of the King, that he forbade every man to hunt his own 
deer; and, in order to secure an obedience to his orders, 
this Herod of a monarch wanted to secure the eldest sons 
of all the nobility and gentry, as hostages for the good 
behaviour of their parents. 

Athelstane was anxious about his game—Rowena was 
anxious about her son. The former swore that he w'ould 
hunt his deer in spite of all Norman tyrants—the latter 
asked, should she give up her boy to the ruffian who had 
murdered his own nephew?* The speeches of both were 
brought to the King at York; and, furious, he ordered an 
instant attack upon Rotherwood. and that the lord and 
lady of that castle should be brought before him dead 
or alive. 

Ah, where was Wilfrid of Ivonhoc, the unconquerable 
champion, to defend the castle against the Royal party? 
A few thrusts from his lance would have spitted ffie leading 
warriors of the King’s host: a few cuts from his sword 
would have put John's forces to rout. But the kmce and 
sword of Ivanhoc were idle on this occasion. '*No, be 

* See Home, Giraldos Cambrensis, The Monk of' Croylaiid, and 
^nnock's Catc^stn. 
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hanged to me!" said the knight bitterly, ** fhis is a quarrel 
in which I can’t interfere. Common politeness forbids. 
Let yonder ale-swilling Athelstane defend his—ha, ha— 
vm/e; and my Lady Rowena guard her—^ha, ha, ha—json.'* 
And he laughed wildly and madly; and the sarcastic way 
in which he choked and gurgled out the words “ wife” and 
*' son ” would have made you shudder to hear. 

When he heard, however, that, on the fourth day of the 
siege, Athelstane had been slain by a cannon-ball (and this 
time for good, and not to come to life again as he had 
done before), and that the widow (if so the innocent bigamist 
may be called) w'as conducting the defence of Rotherwood 
herself with the greatest intrepidity, showing herself upon 
the walls with her little son (who bellowed like a bull, and 
did not like the fighting at all), pointing the guns and 
encouraging the garrison in every way—better feelings 
returned to the bosom of the Knight of Ivanhoc, and 
summoning his men, he anned himself quickly, and deter¬ 
mined to go forth to the rescue. 

He rode without stopping for two days and two nights 
in the direction of Rotherwood, with such swiftness and 
disregard for refreshment, indeed, that his men dropped 
one by one upon the road, and he arrived alone at the 
lodge-gate of the park. The window's were smashed; the 
door stove in; the lodge, a neat little Swiss cottage, with 
a garden where the pinafores of Mrs. Gurth's children 
might have been seen hanging on the goosebeity-bushes 
in more peaceful times, W'os now a ghastly heap of smoking 
ruins: cottage, bushes, pinafores, children lay mangled 
together, destroyed by the licentious soldiery of an infuriate 
monarch! Far be it from me to excuse the disobedience 
of Athelstane and Rowena to their sovereign ; but sitrely, 
surely, this cruelty might have been spared. 

Gurth, who was lodge-keeper, was lying dreadfully 
wounded and expiring at the darning and violated threshold 
of his lat^y picturesque home. A catapult and a couple 



172 


REBECCA AND ROWENA. 


of mangonels bad done his business. The faithful fellow, 
recognising his master, who had put up his visor and 
forgotten his wig and spt'ctacles in the agitation of the 
moment, exclaimed, " Sir Wilfnd ! my dear master—praised 
be Saint Waltheof—there may be yet time—my beloved 

mistr—master Atheist-" He sank back, and never 

spoke again. 

Ivanhoc spurred on his horse Bavieca maxJly up the 
choslnut avenue. The cjisllc was before him ; tlie western 
tower was in llame.s; the lT<:.sicgers were pressing at the 
southern gate; Athelstane's banner, the bull rampant, 
wns still on the northern bartizan. "An Ivanhoc, an 
Ivanhoc!” he Ix'llowed out, with a shout that overcame 
all the din of battle: " Nostro Dame* a la rescoussc! ” 
And to hurl his lancc through the midriff of Reginald de 
Bracy, who w*as commanding the assauU—wlio fell howling 
with '.ingnish—to wave his batlle-axe over his own head, 
and cut off those of thirteen men-at-arms, was the W'Ork of 
an instant. "An Ivanhoc, an Ivanhoc!” he still shouted, 
and down w'cnt a man as sure as he said "hoe!” 

" Ivanhoc! Ivanhoc! ** a shrill voice cried from the top of 
the northern bartizan. Ivanhoc knew it. 

" Row'cna my love, I come!” he roared on his parL 

" Villains ! touch but a hair of her head, and I ”- 

Here, with a sudden plunge and a squeal of agony, Bavieca 
.sprang forward wildly, and fell as wildly on her back, rolling 
over and over ujxjn the knight. All was dark before him: 
his brain reeled ; it whizzed; something come crashing 
down on his forehead. .Saint Waltheof and all the saints of 
the Saxon calend.ar protect the knight I , , , 

When he came to himself, Wamba and the lieutenant of 
his lances were leaning over him with a bottle of the hermit’s 
elixir. " W’e arrived here the day after the battle,'* said the 
fool; "marry, I have a knack of that,'* 

"Your worship rode so deucedly quick, there was no 
keeping up with your worship,*' said the lieutenant. 
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*'The day — after — the bat—*’ groaned Ivanhoc. 
** Where is the Lady Rowena? ” 

** The castle has been taken and sacked,” the lieutenant 
said, and pointed to Avhat once rvas Kolherwood, but was 
now only a heap of smoking mins. Not a tower was left, 
not a roof, not a floor, not a single human being! Every¬ 
thing was flame and min, smash and murthcr t 

Of course Ivanhoe fell lack fainting again among the 
ninety-seven men-at-arms whom he had slain; and it was 
not until WamVia had applied a second and uncommonly 
strong dose of the elixir that he came to life again. The 
good knight was, however, from long practice, so accustomed 
to the severest wounds, that he lx)re them far more ctisily 
tlian common folk, and thus was enabled to reach York 
upon a litter, which his men constmeted for him, \\ith 
tolerable ease. 

Rumour bad as usual advanced Ixiforc him , and he beard 
at the hotel where he stopped, what had iDcen the issue of 
the affair at Rotherwood. A minute or two .after his horse 
wiis stabbed, and Ivanhoc knocked down, the western bar¬ 
tizan was taken by the storming-party which invested it, 
and every soul slain, except Rowena and her boy; who 
were tied upon horses and carried away under a secure 
guard, to one of the King’s castles—nobody knew whither; 
and Ivanhoe was recommended by the hotel-keeper (whose 
house he had used in former times) to rcassurae his \vig and 
spectacles, and not call himself by his own name any more, 
lest some of the King's people should lay hands on him. 
However, os he had killed everybody round about him, 
there was but little danger of his discovery ; and the Knight 
of the Spectacles os be was called, went about York quite 
unmolested, and at liberty to attend to his own affairs. 

We wish to be brief in narrating this part of the gallant 
hero’s existence; for his life was one of feeling rather than 
affection, and the description of mere sentiment is considered 
by many well-infonned persons to be tedious. What surrv 
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his sentiments now, it may be aisked, under the peculiar 
position in which he found himself? He had done his duty 
by Rowena, certainly: no man could say otherwise. But 
as for being in love with her any more, after what had 
occurred, that was a different question. Well, come what 
would, he was dctemiined still to continue doing his duty by 
her; but as she was whisked away the deuce knew whither, 
how could hi; do anything ? So he resigned himself to the 
fact that she was thus whisked away. 

He, of course, sent emissaries alx)ut the country to endea¬ 
vour to find out where Rowena w'as; t<ut these came back 
without any sort of intelligence; and it was remarked, that 
he still remained in a perfect state of resignation. He re¬ 
mained in this condition for a year, or moic; and it was 
said that be \vas becoming more cheerful, and he certainly 
was growing rather fat. The Knight of the Sjxictacles was 
voted an agreeable man in a grave way; and gave some 
very elegant, though quid, parties, and w'as received in the 
best society of York. 

It was just at assizc-time, the lawyers and barristers had 
arrived, and the town was unusually gay; when, one 
morning, the attorney, whom we have mentioned as Sir 
Wilfrid’s man of business, and a most respectable man, 
called upon his gallant client at his lodgings, and said 
he had a communication of importance to make. Having 
to communicate with a client of rank, who wa.s condemned 
to be hanged for forgery, Sir Roger dc Backbite, the 
attorney said, he had been to visit that party in the 
condemned cell; .and on the way through the yard, and 
111 rough the bars of anotlicr cdl, had seen ond recognised 
an old acquaintance of Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe—^and the 
lawyer held him out, with a particular look, a note, written 
on a piece of whitey-brown paper. 

What were Ivanhoc's sensations when he recognised the 
handwriting of Rowena! He tremblingly dashed open the 
biUct, and read as follows 
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*' Mt dbaskst IvANHOB, —For 1 am thine now as ersty and my 
first love was ever'-e^er clear to me. Have I been near thee dying 
fur a whole year» and did&t thou make no effort to rescue thy 
Kowena 7 Have ye mven to othec»~'l mention not their name nor 
their odious creed—the heart that ought to be mine? 1 send thee 
my forgiveness from my dying mUIet of straw.>-l forgive thee the 
insults X have received, the cold and hunger 1 Imve endured, the 
falling health of my boy, the bitterness of niy prison, thy infotua- 
tion about that Tcwess, which made our married life miserable, and 
which caused thee, 1 am sure, to go abroad to look after her, I 
forgive thee all my wrongs, and fain would bid thee farewell. Mr. 
Smith hath gained over my gaoler—he will tell thee how I may sm 
thee. Come and console my last hour by promising tliat thou wilt 
care for my boy—Zi/jr boy who fell like a hero (when thou wert 
absent) combating by the side of '* Rowena.'* 


The reader may consult his o\v& feelings, and say whether 
Ivanhoe was likely to be pleased or not by this letter; 
however, he inquired of Mr. Smith, the solicitor, what 
was the plan which that gentleman had devised for the 
introduction to Lady Rowena, and was informed that he 
was to get a barrister's gown and wig, when the gaoler 
wuuld introduce him into the interior of the prison. These 
decorations, knowing several gentlemen of the Northern 
Circuit, Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoc easily procured, and, with 
foelings of no small trepidation, reached the cell, where, for 
the space of a year, poor Rowena had been immured. 

If any person have a doubt of the correctness, of the 
historical exactness of this narrative, I refer him to the 
*‘biographie Universellc" (article Jean sans Terre), which 
says, ** La femme d’un baron auquel on vint demander son 
his. r^pondit, * Lc roi pcnsc-t-il que je conherai mon his & 
tin homme qut a ^gorg^ son nevcu de sa propre main?* 
Jean ht enlever la m^re et I'enfant, et la laissa mourir de 
/aim dans Ics cachots." 

I {^cture to myself, with a painful sympathy, Rowena 
undergoing this disagreeable sentence. All her virtues, her 
resolution, her chaste energy and perseverance, shine with 
rt4oubled lustre, and, for the hrst time since the commence¬ 
ment the history, 1 feel that 1 am partially reconciled 
10 her. The weary year passes^-^e weaker and 
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more languid, thinner and thinner I At length Ivanhoc, 
in the disguise of a barrister of the Northern Circuit, is 
introduced to her cell, and finds his lady in the last stage 
of cxliaustion, on the straw of her dungeon, with her little 
boy in her arms. She has preserved his life at the expense 
of her own, giving him the whole of the pittance which her 
gaolers allowed her, and perishing herself of inanition. 

There is a scen(^! I feel as if I had made it up, as it were, 
with this lady, and that wc part in peace, in consequence 
of my providing her with so sublime a death-bed. Fancy 
Ivanhoc's cntrance—thcir recognition--the faint blush upon 
her worn features—the pathetic way in which she gives little 
Cedric in charge to him, and his pronuses of protection. 

"Wilfrid, my early loved,” slowly gasped she, removing 
her grey hair from her furrowed temples, and ga 2 ing on her 
boy fondly, as he nestled on Ivanhoe's knee—" promise me, 
by Saint Walthcof of Teniplcstowe—promise me one boon !" 

"I do," said Ivanhoti, ckusping the boy, and thinking it was 
to that little innocent the promise was intended to apply. 

" Ry Saint Walthcof?" 

" By Saint Walthcof! ” 

" Promise me, then," gasi^ed Rowena, staring wildly at 
him, "that you will never marry a Jewess 1" 

"By Saint Walthcof," cried Ivanhoc, "this is too much, 

Rowena 1"-But he felt his hand grasped for a moment; 

the nerves then rela.\cd; the pale lip ceased to quiver—^she 
was no more! 


CHAPTER VI. 

Ivanhoe the Widower. 

Having placed young Cedric at school at the hall of 
Dotheboyes. in Yorkshire, and arranged his family affairs, 
Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe quitted a country which had no 
longer any charms for him, and in which his stay was 
^rendered the less agreeable by the notion that King John 
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would hang him, if ever be could lay hand$ on the faithful 
follower of King Richard and Prince Arthur. 

But there was always in those days a home and occupation 
for a brave and pious knight. A saddle on a gallant war- 
horse, a pitched field against the Moors, a lance wherewith 
to spit a turbaned infidel, or a road to Paradise carved out 
by his scimitar,—these were the height of the ambition of, 
good and religious warriors; and so renowned a champion 
as Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe was sure to be well received 
wherever blows were stricken for the cause of Christendom, 
Even among the dark Templars, he who had twice over¬ 
come the most famous lance of their Order was a respected 
though not a welcome guest; but among the opposition 
company of the Knights of St. John, he was admired and 
courted beyond measure; and always afifectioning that 
Order, which offered him, indeed, its first rank and com- 
manderies, he did much good service; fighting in their 
ranks for the glory of Heaven and Saint Waltheof, and 
slaying many thousands of the heathen in Prussia, Poland, 
and those savage Northern countries. The only fault that 
the great and gallant, though severe and ascetic Folko of 
Hcydenbratcn, the chief of the Order of Saint John, found 
with the melancholy warrior, whose lance did such good 
service to the cause, was, that he did not persecute the Jews 
as so religious a knight should. He let off sundry captives 
of that persuasion whom he had taken with his sword and 
his spear, saved others from torture, and actually ransomed 
the two last grinders of a venerable rabbi (that Roger de 
Cartwright, an English knight of the Order, was abo^j; to 
extort from the elderly Israelite) with a hundred cr^wvwtd 
a gimmol ring, whic^ were all the property he poSKS^. 
Whenever he so ransomed or benefited one of this religion, 
he wouI4 moreover give them a little token or a message 
(were the good knight out of money), saying. ''Take this 
token, and remember this deed was done 'by Wilfrid the 
Disinherited, for the services whilome lenderkl to him by 
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Rebecca, the daughter of Isaac of York!** So among 
themsclve^s, and in their meetings and synagogues, and in 
their restless travels from land to land, when they of Jcwiy 
cursed and reviled all Christians, as such abominable 
heathens will, they nevertheless excepted the name of the 
Desdichado, or the doubly-disinherited as he now was, the 
Desd ichado-Doblado. 

Tlie account of all the battles, storms, and scaladoes in 
which Sir Wilfrid took part, would only weary the reader; 
for the chopping off one heathen's head with an axe must 
T)e very like the decapitation of any other unbeliever. Suffice 
it to say, that wherever tliis kind of work was to be done, 
and Sir W'ilfrid was in the way, he was the man to perfonn 
it. It would astonisli you were you to sec the account 
that Wamba kept of his master's achievements, and of the 
Bulgarians. Bohemians, Croatians, slain or maimed by his 
hand. And as, in those days, a reputation for valour had 
an immense effect upon the soft hearts of women, and even 
the ugliest man, were he a stout warrior, was looked upon 
with favour by Beauty; so Ivanhoc, who was by no means 
ill-favoured, though now becoming rather elderly, made 
conquests over female breasts as well as over Saracens, and 
had more than one direct offer of marriage made to him by 
princesses, countesses, and noble ladies possessing both 
charms and money, which they were anxious to place at 
the disposal of a champion so renowned. It is related that 
the Duchess Regent of Kartoffclberg offered him her hand, 
and the ducal crown of Kaitoffelberg, which he had rescued 
from the unbelieving Prussians; but Ivanhoc evaded the 
Duchess's offer, by riding away from her capital secretly 
at nridnight and hiding himself in a convent of Knights 
Hospitallers on the borders of Poland. And it is a ftict 
that the Princess Rosalia Serapbina of Pumpemickd, the 
most lovely woman of her time, became so frantically 
attached to hkn, that she followed him on a campaign, 
and was discovered with his baggage disguised as a horse* 



IVAIJHOE THE WIDOWER. 


boy. But no princess, no beauty, no female blandishments 
had any charms for Ivanhoe: no hermit practised a more 
austere celibacy. The severity of his morals contrasted so 
remarkably with the lax and dissolute manner of the young 
lords and nobles in the courts which he frequented, that 
these young springalds would sometimes sneer and coll 
him Monk and Milksop; but his courage in the day of 
battle was so terrible and admirable, that 1 promise you the 
youthful libertines did not sneer then; and the most reck> 
less of them often turned pale when they couched their 
lances to follow Ivonhoc. Holy Waltheof J it was an awful 
sight to sec him with his pale calm face, his shield ujwn his 
breast, his heavy lancc before him, charging a squadron of 
heathen Bohemians, or a regiment of Cossacks i Wherever 
he saw the enemy, Ivanhoe assaulted him: and when j;>eoplc 
remonstrated with him, and said if he attacked such and such 
a post, breach, casUc, or army, he would be slain, ’*And 
suppose 1 be?" he answered, giving them to understand 
that be would as lief the BatUc of Life were over altogether. 

WTiilc he was thus making war against the Northern 
inhdels, news was carried all over Cbnstcndom of a catas¬ 
trophe which bad befallen the good cause in the South of 
Europe, where the Spanish Christians had met with such 
a defeat and massacre at the hands of the Moors as had 
never been known in the proudest days of Saladin. 

Thursday, the 9th of Shaban, in the 605th year of the 
Hegira, is known all over the West as the the 

year of the battle of Alarcos, gained over the Christians by 
the Moslems of Andaluz, on which fatal day Christendom 
suffered a defeat so signal, that it was feared the Siponish 
peninsula would be entirely wrested away from the dominion 
of the Cross. On that day the Franks lost 150,000 men and 
30,000 prisons A ntan-slave sold among the unbelievers 
ibr a dirhem; a donkey, for the samea sword, half a 
dirhem,* ahorse, &ve dirhems. Hundreds of thousands of 
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these various sorts of booty were in the possession of the 
triumphant followers of Yakoob-al-Mansoor. Curses on 
his head ! But be was a brave warrior, and the Christians 
before him seemed to forget that they were the descendants 
of the brave-Cid, the Kanhitoor, as the Moorish boxiods (in 
their jargon) denominated the famous Campeador. 

A general move for the rescue of the faithful in Spain—a 
crusade against the inhdcls triumphing there, preached 
throughout Europe by all the most eloquent clergy; and 
thousands and thousands of valorous knights and nobles, 
accompanied by well-nicantng varlels and vassals of the 
lower sort, trooped from all sides to the rescue. Tlic 
straits of Gilwl-al-Tariff, at which spot the Moor, passing 
from Barbary, first planted his accursed foot on the Chris¬ 
tian soil, were crowded with the galleys of the Templars 
and the Knights of St. John, who flung succours into the 
menaced kingdoms of the peninsula; the inland sea swarmed 
with their ships hasting from their forts and islands, from 
Rhodes and Byzantium, from Jaffa and Askalon. The 
Pyrenean peaks beheld the pennons and glittered with the 
armour of the knights marching out of France into Spain; 
and, Anally, in a ship that set sail direct from Bohemia, 
where Sir Wilfrid happened to be quartered at the time 
when the news of the defeat of Alarcos came and alarmed 
all good Christians, Ivanhoc landed at Barcelona, and 
proceeded to slaughter the Moors forthwith. 

He brought letters of introduction from his friend FoUco 
of Hcydenbraten, the Grand Master of the Knights of St. 
John, to the venerable Baldomero de Garbuizos, Grand 
hfaster of the renowned Order of Saint Tago, The chief 
of Saint Jago’s knights paid the greatest respect to a warrior 
whose fame was already so widely known in Christendom; 
and Ivanhoc had the pleasure of being appointed to all 
the posts of danger and forlorn hopes that could be devised 
in bis honour. He would be called up twice or thrice in a 
night to fight the Moors: he led ambushes, scaled breadies, 
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■ms blown up by mines; was wounded many hundred 
times (lecovcringt thanks to the elixir, of which Womba 
always carried a supply); he was the terror of the Sataccns„ 
and the admiration and wonder of the Christians. 

To describe his deeds would, I say, be tedious; one 
day’s battle was like that of another. 1 am not writing 
in ten volumes like Monsieur Alexandre Dumas, or even 
in three like other great authors. We have no room for 
the reeoimting of Sir Wilfrid’s deeds of valour. Whenever 
he took a Moorish town, it was remarked that he went 
anxiously into the Jewish quarter, and inquired amongst 
the Hebrews, who were in great numbers in Spain, for 
Rebecca the daughter of Isaac. Many Jews, according to 
his wont, be ransomed, and created so much scandal by this 
proceeding, and by the manifest favour which he showed 
to the people of that nation, that the Master of Saint Jago 
remonstrated with him, and it is probable he would have 
been cast into the Inquisition and roasted, but that his prodi¬ 
gious valour and success against the Moors counterbalanced 
his heretical partiality for the children of Jacob. 

It chanced that the good knight was present at the siege 
of Kixona in Andalusia, entering the breach first, according 
to his wont, and slaying, with his own hand, the Moorish 
lieutenant of the town, and several hundred more of its 
unbelieving defenders. He had very nearly done for the 
Alfaqui, or governor—a veteran warrior with a crooked 
scimitar and a beard os white as snow—^but a couple of 
hundred of the Alfaqui's l^dyguard Sung themselves bctwooi 
Ivanhoe and their chief, and the old fellow escaped with 
his life, leaving a handful of his beard in the grasp of the 
English knight. The strictly military business being done, 
and such of the garrison os did not escape put, as by right, 
to the sword, the good knight, Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe, took 
no further part in the proceedings of the conquerors of that 
in-fiited place. A scene of horrible massacre and fri^tfu! 
reprisals ensued, and the Christian warriors, hot with victory^ 
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and flushed with slaughter, were, it is to be feared, as 
savage in their hour of triumph as ever their heathen 
enemies had been. 

Among the most violent and least scrupulous was the 
ferocious Knight of Saint Jago, Don Beltran de Cuchilla y 
Trabuco y Espada y Espelon. Raging through the van¬ 
quished city like a demon, he slaughtered indiscriminately 
all tliose infidels of botli sexes whose wealth did not tempt 
him to a ransom, or whose beauty did not reserve them 
for more frightful calamities than death. The slaughter 
over, Don Ileliran took up his quarters in the Albaycen, 
where the Alfaqui had lived who had so narrowly escaped 
the sword of Ivanhoe; but the wealth, the treasure, the 
slaves, and the family of tiie fugitive chieftain were left 
in possession of the conqueror of Xixona. Among the 
treasures, Don Beltran recognised with a savage joy the 
coat-armours and ornaments of many brave and unfortunate 
com'panions-in-amis who had fallen in the fatal battle of 
Alarcos. The sight of those bloody relics added fury to 
his cruel disposition, and served to steel a heart already 
but little disposed to sentiments of mercy. 

Three days after the sack and plunder of the place, Don 
Beltran was seated in the ball-court lately occupied by the 
proud Alfaqui, lying in his dix'un, dressed in bis rich robes, 
the fountains playing in the centre, the slaves of the Moor 
ministering to his scarred and rugged Christian cx)nqueror. 
Some fanned him with peacocks' pinions, some danced before 
him, some sang Moors' melodies to the plaintive notes of a 
guxla, one—it was the only daughter of the Moor's old age, 
the young Zutulbc, a rosebud of beauty—sat weeping in a 
comer of the gilded hall! weeping for her slain brethren, the 
pride of Moslem chivalry, whose heads were blackening in the 
blazing sunshine on the portals without, and for her father, 
whose home bad been thus made desolate. 

He and his guest, the English knight Sir Wilfrid, were 
^playing at chess, a favourite amusement with the chivalry of 
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the period, when a messenger vms announced from Valencia, 
to treat, if possible, for tbenansom of the remaining part of 
the Alfaqui's family. A grim smile lighted up Don Bdtran's 
features as he bade the black slave admi t the messenger. He 
entered. By his costume it was at once seen that the bearer 
of the flag of truce was a Jew—^the people were employed 
continually then os ambassadors between the two races at 
war in Spain, 

*' 1 come," said the old Jew (in a voice which made Sir 
Wilfrid start), ''from my Lord the Alfaqui to my noble 
seflor, the invincible Don Beltran de Cuchilla, to treat for 
the ransom of the Moor's only daughter, the child of his old 
age and the pearl of his affection." 

"A pearl is a valuable jewel, Hebrew. What does the 
Moorish dog bid for her ? " asked Don Beltran, still smiling 
grimly. 

“The Alfaqui offers 100,000dinars, twenty-four horses 
with their caparisons, twenty-four suits of plate-armour, and 
diamonds and rubies to the amount of 1,000,000 dinars.^’ 

“ Ho, slaves!" roared Don Beltran, “ show the Jew my 
treasury of gold. How many hundred thousand pieces are 
there?" And ten enormous chests were produced in which 
the accountant counted xooo bags of 1000 dirhems each, and 
displayed several caskets of jewels containing such a treasure 
of rubies, smaragds, diamonds, and jacinths, as made the eyes 
of the aged ambassador twinkle with a^^oe. 

“ How many horses are there in my stable?** continued 
Don Beltran; and Muley, the master of the horse, numbered 
three hundred fully caparisoned; and there was, likewise, 
armour of the richest sort for as many cavaliers, who foUowed 
the banner of this doughty captain. 

** I want neither money nor armour," said the ferocious 
knight; “ tell this to the Alfaqui, Jew. And 1 will keep the 
child, his daughter, to serve the messes for my dogs, and clean 
the liters for my scullions.” 

** Deprive not the old man of his child,” here interposed* 
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the Knight of Ivanhoc; '' bethink thee, brave Don Beltran, 
she is but an infant in years.” 

‘'I^e is my captive, Sir Knight,” replied the surly Don 
Beltran; “I will do with my own as becomes me.” 

*' Take aoo,ooo dirhems ! ” cried the Jew ; “ more! any¬ 
thing ! The Alfaqui will give his life for his child I ” 

*' Come hither, Zutulbe 1 —come hither, thou Moorish 
pearl! ” yelled the ferocious warrior; “come closer, my pretty 
black-eyed hour! of heathenesse 1 Hast beard the name of 
Beltran de Espada y Trabuco ? ” 

“ There were three brothers of that name at Alarcos, and 
my brothers slew the Christian dogs 1 " said the proud young 
girl, looking boldly at Don Beltran, who foamed with rage. 

“ The Moors butchered my mother and her little ones, at 
midnight in our castle of Murcia,” Beltran said. 

“Thy father fled like a craven, as thou didst, Don 
Beltran ! ” cried the high-spirited girl. 

“ By Saint Jago, this is too much 1 ” screamed the infuriated 
noblcmqn; and the next moment there was a shriek, and the 
maiden fell to the ground with Don Beltran’s dagger in her side. 

“ Death is better than dishonour I" cried the child, rolling 
on the blood-stained marble pavement. “I—I spit upon 
thee, dog of a Christian 1 ” and with this, and with a savage 
laugh, she fell back and died. 

“ Bear back this news, Jew, to the Alfaqui,” howled the 
Don, spurning the beauteous corpse with his foot. “I 
would not have ransomed her for all the gold in Barbary! ” 
And shuddering, the old Jew left the apartment, which 
Ivanhoe quitted likewise. 

When they were in the outer court, the knight said to the 
Jew, “ Isaac of York, dost thou not know me?” and threw 
back bis hood, and looked at the old man. 

The old Jew stared wildly, rushed forward, as if to seise his 
hand, then started back, trembling convul»vely, and clutch¬ 
ing his withered hands over his face, said* with a burst of grief, 
l/l Sir Wilfred of Ivanhoe!—no, no-I do not know thee I ” 
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*'Ho 1 y Mother! what has chanced?" said Ivanhoe, in 
bis turn becoming ghastly pale; ** where is thy daughter— 
where is Rebecca ? " 

“ Away from me 1 *' said the old Jew, tottering. Away ! 
Rebecca is—dead ! *’ 

When the Disinherited Knight heard that fatal announce- 
ment, he fell to the ground senseless, and was for some days 
os one pjcrfectly distraught with grief. He took no nourish¬ 
ment and uttered no word. For weeks he did not relapse 
out of his moody silence, and when he came partially to 
himself again, it was to bid his people to horse, in a hollow 
voice, and to make a foray against the Moors. Day after 
day he issued out against these infidels, and did nought but 
slay and slay. He took no plunder as otJier knights did, 
but left that to his followers; he uttered no war-cry, as was 
the manner of chivalry, and he gave no quarter, insomuch 
that the '* silent knight" became the dread of all the 
Paynims of Granada and Andalusia, and more fell by bis 
lance than by that of any the most clamorous captains of 
the troops in arms against them. Thus the tide of battle 
turned, and the Arab historian, El Makary, recounts how, 
at the great battle of A 1 Akab, called by the Spaniards Las 
Navas, the Christians retrieved their defeat at Alarcos, and 
absolutely killed half a million of Mahometans. Fifty thou¬ 
sand of these, of course, Don Wilfrid took to his own lance ; 
and it was remarked that the melancholy warrior seemed 
somewhat more easy in spirits after that famous feat of arms. 

— — 

CHAPTER VII. 

The End of tbe PerformaiM. 

In a short time the terrible Sir Wilfrid of Ivanhoe had 
killed oflf so many of the Moors, that though those un¬ 
believing miscreants poured continual reinforcements irJIo 
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Spain from Barbary, they could make no head against the 
Christian forces, and in fact came into battle quite dis¬ 
couraged at the notion of meeting the dreadful silent knight. 
It viras commonly believed amongst them, that the famous 
Malek Ric, Richard of England, the conqueror of Saladin, 
had come to life again, and was battling in the Spanish 
hosts—^that this, his second life, was a charmed one, and his 
body inaccessible to blow of scimitar or thrust of spear— 
that after battle he ate the hearts and drank the blood of 
many young Moors for his supper: a thousand wild legends 
were told of Ivanhoe, indeed, so that the Morisco warriors 
came half vanquished into the held, and fell an easy prey to 
the Spaniards, who cut away among them without mercy. 
And although none of the Spanish historians whom I have 
consulted make mention of Sir Wilfrid as the real author of 
the numerous triumphs which now graced the arms of the 
good cause, this is not in the least to be wondered at, in a 
nation that has always been notorious for bragging, and for 
the non-payment of their debts of gratitude as of their other 
obligations, and that writes histories of the Peninsular war 
with the Emperor Napoleon, without making the slightest 
mention of His Grace the Duke of Wellington, or of the 
part taken by British valour in that transaction. WeB, 
it must be confessed, on the other hand, that we brag 
enough of our fathers' feats in those campaigns: but this is 
not the subject at present under consideration. 

To be brief, Ivanhoe made such short work with the 
' unbelievers, that the monarch of Aragon, King Don Jaynie, 
saw himself speedily enabled to besiege the city of Valencia, 
the last stronghold which the Moors had in his dominions, 
and garrisoned by many thousands of those infidels imder 
the command of their King Aboo Abdallah Mahommed, 
son of Yakoob-al-MansoOr. The Ambtaa historian HI 
Makaiy gives a full account of the military precautions 
taken by Aboo Abdallah to defend his city; bnt as I do not 
ifsh to make a parade of my learning, or to write a costume 
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novel, 1 shall pretermit any description of the city under its 
Moorish governors. 

Besides the Turks who inhabited it, there dwelt within its 
walls great store of those of the Hebrew nation, who were 
always protected by the Moots during their unbelieving 
reign in Spain; and who were, as we very well know, the 
chief physicians, the chief bankers, the chief statesmen, the 
chief artists and musicians, the chief everything, under the 
Moorish kings. Thus it is not surprising that the llebreVrs, 
having their money, their liberty, their teeth, their lives, secure 
under the Mahometan domination, should infinitely prefer it 
to the Christian sway; beneath which they were liable to be 
deprived of every one of these benefits. 

Among these Hebrews of Valencia, lived a very ancient 
Israelite—no other than Isaac of York before mentioned, 
who came into Spain with his daughter, soon after Ivanhoe's 
marriage, in the third volume of the first part of this histoiy. 
Isaac was respected by his people for the money which he 
possessed, and his daughter for her admirable good qualities, 
her beauty, her charities, and her remarkable medical skill 

The young Emir Aboo Abdallah was so struck by her 
charms, that though she was considerably older than his 
Highness, he offered to marry her, and instal her as Number 
z of his wives; and Isaac of York would not have objected 
to the imion (for such mixed marriages were not uncommon 
between the Hebrews and Moors in those days), but Kebecca 
finnly yet respectfully declined the proposals of the prince, 
saying that it was impossilde she should unite herself with a 
man of a creed different to her own. 

Although Isaac was, probably, not over well pleased at 
losing tins c^nce of being father-indaw to a Royal Highness, 
yet as he passed among his people for a very strict character, 
and there were in his family several rabbis of great reputO' 
tion and severity of conduct, the old gentleman was silenced 
by this objection of Rebecca’s, and the young lady herself 
applauded byjier relatives for her resolute behaviour. She 
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look their congratulatioos in a very frigid manner, and said 
that it was her wish not to marry at all, but to devote herself 
to the practice of medicine altogether, and to helping the 
sick and needy of her people. Indeed, although she did not 
go to any public meetings, she was as benevolent a creature 
as the world ever saw; the poor blessed her wherever they 
knew her, and many benefited by her who guessed not whence 
her gentle bounty came. 

But there are men in Jewry who admire beauty, and, as I 
have even heard, appreciate money too, and Rebecca had 
such a quantity of both, that all the most desirable bachelors 
of the people w'erc ready to bid for her. Ambassadors came 
from all quarters to propose for her. Her own uncle, the 
venerable Ben Solomons, with a beard as long as a Cashmere 
goat’s, and a reputation for learning and piety which still lives 
in his nation, quarrelled with his son Moses, the red-haired 
diamond merchant of Trebizond, and his son Simeon, the bald 
bill-broker of Bagdad, each putting in a claim for their 
cousin. Ben Minories came from London and knelt at her 
feet; Ben Jochanan arrived from Paris, and thought to dazzle 
her with the latest waistcoats from the Palais Royal; and Ben 
Jonah brought her a present of Dutch herrings, and besought 
her to come back and be Mrs. Ben Jonah at the Hague. 

Rebecca temporised ns best she might. She thought her 
uncle was too old. She besought dear Moses and dear 
Simeon not to quarrel with each other, and offend their father 
by pressing their suit. Ben Minories from London, she 
said, was too young, and Jochanan from Paris, she pointed 
out to Isaac of York, must be a spendthrift, or be would not 
wear those absurd waistcoats. As for Ben Jonah, she said 
she could not bear the notion of tobacco and Dut^ b^ngs: 
she wished to stay with her papa, her dear papa. In fine, 
she invented a thousand excuses for deky, and it was plain 
that marriage was odious to her. The only man whom ^ 
received with anything like favour, was young Bevis Marks 
of London, with whom slie was very fmzultor. But Beds 
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bad come to her with a certain token that had been given to 
him by an English knigbt> who saved him from a faggot to 
which the ferocious Hospitaller Folko of Heydenbratcn was 
about to condemn him. It was but a ring, with an emendd 
in it, that Bcvis knew to be sham, and not worth a groat. 
Rebecca khew about the value of jewels too; but ah I she 
valued this one more than all the diamonds in Prestcr John’s 
turban. She kissed it; she cried over it; she wore it in her 
bosom always; and when she knelt down night and morning, 
she held it between her folded hands on her neck. . . . 
Young Bevis Marks went away finally no better off than the 
others; the rascal sold to the King of France a handsome 
ruby, the very size of the bit of glass in Rebecca’s ring; but 
he always said be would rather have had her than ten thou¬ 
sand pounds; and very likely he would, for it was known 
^ would at once have a plum to her fortune. 

These delays, however, could not continue for ever; and 
at a great family meeting held at Passover-time, Rebecca 
was solemnly ordered to choose a husband out of the gentle¬ 
men there present; her aunts pointing out the great kindness 
which had been shown to her by her father, in permitting ' 
her to choose for herself. One aunt was of the Solomon 
faction, another aunt took Simeon's side, a third most vener¬ 
able old lady—the bead of the family, and a hundred and 
forty-four years of age—was ready to pronounce a curse upon 
her, and cast her out, unless she married before the month 
was over. All the jewelled heads of all the old ladies in 
council, all the beards of all the family, wagged against her: 
it must have been an awful sight to witness. 

At last, then, Rebecca was forced to speak. ** Kinsmen t '* 
she said, turning pale, "when the Prince Abou Ab<Hl asked 
me in marriage, 1 told you I would not wed but with one of 
my own fEdtb.” 

** She has turned Turk,” screamed out the ladies. She 
wants to be a princess, and has turned Turk,’* roared the 
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“Well, well," said Isaac, in rather an appeased tone, 
“let us hear what the poor girl has got to siy. Do you 
want to marry His Royal Highness, Rebecca? Say the 
word, yes or na" 

Another groan burst from the rabbis—they cried, shrieked, 
chattered, gesticulated, furious to lose such a prize; as were 
the women, that she should reign over them a second Esther. 

“Silence." cried out Isaac; “let the girl speak. Speak 
boldly. Rebecca dear, there’s a good girl." 

Rebecca was as pale as a stone. She folded her arms on 
her breast, and felt the ring there. She looked round all 
the assembly, and then at Isaac. “ Father," she said, in a 
thrilling low steady voice, “ I am not of your religion—1 am 
not of the Prince Boabdil’s religion—I—I am of his religion." 

“ His 1 whose, in the name of Moses, girl? " cried Isaac. 

Rebecca clasped her hands on her beating chest and 
looked round with dauntless eyes. “ Of his," she said, “ who 
saved my life and your honour: of my dear dear champion's. 
I never can be his, but I will be no othcr'.s. Give my money 
to iny kinsmen; it is that they long for. Take the dross, 
Simeon and Solomon, Jonah and Jochanan, and divide it 
among you, and leave me. I will never be yours. I tell 
you, never. Do you think, after knowing him and hearing 
him speak,—after watching him wounded on his pillow, and 
glorious in battle " (her eyes melted and kindled again os she 
spoke these words), “I can mate w'ith such zis you 9 Go. 
Leave me to myself. I am none of yours. I love him—I 
love him. Fate divides us—long long miles separate us; 
and I know we may never meet again. But I love and bless 
him always. Yes, always. My prayers arc bis; my £iith is 
his. Yes, my faith is your faith, Wilfrid—Wilfrid I I have 
no kindred more—1 am a Christian 1" 

At this last word there was such a row in the assembly, 
as my feeble pen would in vain endeavour to depict Old 
Isaac staggered back in a Et, and nobody took the least 
notice of him. Groans, curses, yells of men, shrilly d 
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women, filled the room with such a furious jabbering, as 
might have appalled any heart less stout than Rebecca's : but 
that brave woman was prepared for all; expecting, and pcr^ 
haps hoping, that death would be her instant lot. There 
was but one creature who pitied her, and that was her cousin 
and father’s clerk, little ^n Davids, who was but thirteen, 
and had only just begun to carry a bag. and whose crying 
and boo-hooing, as she finished speaking, was drowned in 
the screams and maledictions of the elder Israelites. Ben 
Davids was madly in love with his cousin (as boys often arc 
with ladies of twice their age), and he had presence of mind 
suddenly to knock over the large brazen lamp on the table, 
which illuminated the angry conclave; then, whispering to 
Rebecca to go up to her own room and lock herself in, or 
they would kill her else, he took her hand and led her out. 

From that day she disappeared from among her people. 
The poor and the WTetch<^ missed her, and asked for her in 
vain. Had any violence been done to her, the poorer Jews 
would have risen and put all Isaac's family to death; and 
besides, her old flame, IMnce BoaMil, would have also been 
exceedingly wrathful. She was not killed then, but, so to 
speak, buried alive, and locked up in Isaac’s back-kitchen: 
an apartment into which scarcely any light entered, and 
where she was fed upon scanty portions of the most mouldy 
bread and water. Little Ben Davids was the only person 
who visited her, and her sole consolation was to talk to him 
about Ivanboc, and how good and how gentle be was; how 
brave and how true; and how he slew the tremendous 
knight of the Templars, and how be married a lady whom 
Rebecca scarcely thought worthy of him, but with whom she 
prayed he might' be happy; and of what colour Ids 
were, and what were the curms on his shield—viz., a tree with 
the word '^Desdichado'* written underneath, &c, &c. &c, : 
all uriitch talk would not have interested little Davids, had it 
oodse from anybody dse’s mouth, but to which he never tired 
of Usteuing as it fell from her sweet lips. 
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So, in fact, when old Isaac of York came to negotiate 
with Don Beltran de Cuchilla for the ransom of the AUaqui's 
daughter of Xixona, our dearest Rebecca was no more dead 
than you and T; and it was in his tage and fury against 
Ivanboc that Isaac told that cavalier the falsebo^ which 
caused the knight so much pain and such a prodigious deal 
of bloodshed to the Moors; and who knows, trivial as it 
may seem, whether it wjis not that very circumstance which 
caused the destruction in Sixain of the Moorish pow’er? 

Although Isiuic, w'c may bo sure*, never told his daughter 
that Tvanhoe had cast up again, ycl Master Ben Davids did, 
who heard it from his employer; and he saved Rebecca’s 
life by communicating the intelligence, for the poor thing 
would have infallibly perished but for this good news. Sh<| 
had now been in prison four ycius three months and twenty- 
four days, during which time she had partaken of nothing 
but bread and w'ater (except nuch occasional titbits as 
Davids could bring her—^and these were few indeed; for 
old Isaac was always a curmudgeon, and seldom had more 
than a pair of eggs for bis own and David’s dinner); and 
site was languishing away, when the news came suddenly 
to revive her. Then, though in the darkness you could not 
see her cheeks, Uiey began to bloom again; tlien her heart 
began to beat and her blood to tlow, and she kissetl the 
ring on her neck a thousand times a day at least; and her 
constant question was, “Den Davids! Ben Davids! when 
is he coming to besiege Valencia?” She knew he would 
come: and, indeed, the Christians were encamped before 
the town ere a month was over. 


And now, my dear boys and girls, I think I pe^teive 
behind that dark scene of the back-kitchen (wbiidi H a 
»mple flat, painted stone-colour, that shifts in a minute) 
bright streaks of light flasMTig out, as though they were 
preparing a most brilliant, gorgeous, and altogether dacaditig 
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fUianlnalion, with effects never before attempted on any 
stage. Yes. the fairy in the pretty pink tights and spangled 
intzsUn is getting into the briniant revolving chariot of the 
realms of bliss. Yes. most of the fiddlers and trumpetors 
have gone round front the orchestra to join in the grand 
triamphal procession, where the whole strength of com-* 
pany is already assembled, arrayed in costumes of Moorish 
and Christian chivalry, to celebrate the " Terrible Escalade/* 
the *'Rescue of Virtuous Innocence’’—the "Grand Entry 
of the Christians into Valencia"—"Appearance of the 
Fi^iry Day-Star," and " Unexampled displays of pyrotech¬ 
nic festivity." Do you not, I say, perceive that we are 
come to the end of our history; and, after n quantity of 
rapid and terrific fighting, brilliant change of scenery, and 
songs, appropriate or otherwise, are bringing our hero and 
heroine together? Who wants a long scene at the last? 
Mammas are putting the girls' cloaks and boas on; papag 
have gone out to look for the carriage, and left die bose* 
door swinging open, and letting in the cold air: if tbera 
^eere any stage conversation, you could not hear it for tho 
scuffling of the people who are leaving the pit. See, 
orange-women are preparing to retire. To-morrow their 
play-bills will be as so much waste-paper—so will spmc of 
our masterpieces, woe is me; but lo! here we come to 
Scene the Last, and Valencia is besieged and captured by 
the Christians. 

Who is the first on the wall, and who hurls down the 
green standard of tho Prophet ? Who chops off the head 
of the Emir Aboo What-dVe-call-'ira, Just as the latter has 
cut over the cruel Don Beltran dc CucbUla y ^c. ? Who, 
attracted to the Jewish quarter by the shrieks of the inhabi¬ 
tants who are bdng slain by the Christian soldiery, and by 
a little boy by the name of Ben Davids, who raoognises tbs 
knight by bis shield, finds Isaac of York ^gorgi on a thres- 
hedd, and clasping a large back-kltchcn key? Who but 
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Ivanhoe-*wbo but Wilfrid? "An Ivanhoe to the rescue/* 
he bellows out: he has heard that news from little Ben 
Davids which makes him sing. And who is it thart comes 
out of the house—trembling—panting—with her arms out— 
in a white dress—with her hair down—^who is it but dear 
Rebecca? Look, they rush together, and Master Wamba 
is waving on immense banner over them, and knocks dov^m 
a circumambient Jew with a ham, which he happens to 
have in his pocket. ... As for Relxjcca, now her head is 
laid upon Ivanhoe s heart, I shall not ask to hear what she 
is whispering, or descrilie further that scene of meeting: 
though I declare I am quite affected when I think of it. 
Indeed I have thought of it any time these five-and-twenty 
years—ever since, as a boy at school, I commenced the 
noble study of novels—ever since the day when, lying on 
sunny slopes of half-holidays, the fair chivalrous figures and 
beautiful shapes of knights and ladies were visible to me— 
ever since I grew to love Rebecca, that sweetest creature of 
the poet’s fancy, and longed to see her righted. 

That she and Ivanhoe were married, follows of course; 
for Rowena's promise extorted from him was, that he would 
never wed a Jewess, and a better Christian than Rebecca 
now was never said her catechism. Married 1 am sure they 
were, and adopted little Cedric; but I don’t think they 
had any other children, or were subsequently very boister¬ 
ously happy. Of some sort of happiness melancholy is a 
characteristic, and 1 think these were a solemn pair, and 
died rather early. 
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